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Every soul shall have a taste of death: 

And only on the Day of Judgment shall you be paid your full 
recompense. 

Only he who is saved far from the Fire and admitted to the Garden will 
have attained the object (of Life): 

For the life of this world is but goods and chattels of deception 


(Quran - 03:185) 
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A Journey to the End of Conscious Realm 


What to do if you find yourself stuck between the very firewalls of your 
existence and super existence. All you can see through is a small crack that shows 
the outside world and you are not sure at all about if this is where you truly 


This is how I see Asad Ali existing between his conscious and spirituality 
aiming to unfold darkness outside, to see his own light within. 

His writings I sometimes see as monographs of self-alignment engraved on the 
very wall of his observations and feelings about the black and the white of the 
world he lives in, or the beastly scratches of an untamed soul to break open the 
bars and wander around the world where he could set him free. 

Indeed from self realisation to commenting on social vows you will find 
unlimited flavors in his writing. Flavors you may agree or disagree but will never 
be able to defy by the artistic value it touches somewhere deep inside your soul. 

He’ll not promise to take you to a journey of understanding of the norms of the 
world, acquisition of knowledge or experience, some raw life or mystic finding even. 
He willjust grab your inner conscious and bring it to a level where sensory feelings 
merge with noetic pleasure and let you know somethingyou may have experienced 
earlier but discovered the serenity and pleasure just now. It is like in your old age 
you renew your life’s adventurers with a gratifying laugh by realising how much 
life has offered you and help you save in the bag of memories, precious jewels as 
souvenirs to cherish upon these experiences later. 

The scheme he works upon is, may not be literary sound or intellectually 
sublime at its best, but gives you glimpses of his attachment with a special class of 
his readers. They are people able to relate with his writings through the inner set of 
dreams and desires, from the letting loose moments to the monographs of self- 
discovery, patches of healing on broken soul structure and frozen or active wounds 
on conscious and subconscious on a living being part of a big chain of cause and 
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effect. Yet keeps you up above all the hullabaloo of the materiel world and lights a 
less travelled path within yourself to see what’s there on the other side to be 
explored. 

What I see in his writing is an honest try to explore a magnificent structure we 
are part of existing just as a mortal being giving his best to comprehend only very 
imperfectly and impatiently, but with a distinct sense of humiliy where you plant 
a long grown seed in the hope of your generations may eat its fruit, or pass on a 
baton to the next playerfor the relay race to continue. 

Not too long ago thousands spent their lives as recluses to find spiritual vision 
in the solitude of nature. I believe Modern man need not become a hermit to 
achieve this goal, for it is neither ecstasy nor world-estranged mysticism this era 
demands. Today we need a balance between quantitative and qualitative reality. 

Modern man, with his reduced capacity for intuitive perception, is unlikely to 
benefit from the contemplative life of a Sufi in the wilderness. But what he can do 
is to give undivided attention, at times, to a natural phenomenon, observing it in 
detail, and recalling all the possible facts about it he may remember. Gradually, 
however, he must silence his thoughts and, for moments at least, forget all his 
personal cares and desires, until nothing remains in his soul but aive for the 
miracle before him. 

Such efforts are like journeys beyond the boundaries of narrow self-love and, 
although the process of intuitive awakening is laborious and slow, its rewards are 
noticeable from the very first. If pursued through the course of years, something will 
begin to stir in the human soul, a sense of kinship with the forces of life 
consciousness which ride the ivorld of plants and animals, and with the powers 
which determine the laws of matter. While analytical intellect may well be called 
the most precious fruit of the Modem Age, it must not be allowed to rule supreme 
in matters of cognition. If science is to bring happiness and real progress to the 
world, it needs the warmth of man 's heart just as much as the cold inquisitiveness 
of his brain. 

I try my best to keep up with this journey of a prolific man with all the 
experiences of my life and sometimes sense that whatever hitting me hard from all 
his experiences is somewhat somewhere mine and of all of us off course. Building 
ourselves is the key to build the world around us and these writings are like 
supporting beams to our baffling structures of conscious and finding purpose of life 
through religion, rationality, mysticism, social and moral values and self- 
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awareness. 

Let’s explore what’s ours in his words of discernment and leave the rest for 
more enlightened minds to take this legacg ahead. 


Annie Ali 
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I am what I dream 

I am not American, Czech or Lebanese. I am not atheist, Buddhist or 
Muslim. I am not Black, white or yellow. 

I am not air so stop thinking about moving in my sacred sphere without 
facing the brunt of an inescapable gravity. I am not water so doesn’t matter 
how many different vessels you put me in, my essence will survive. I am not 
diamond either so even if you build the world’s safest locker around me, I 
will escape. 

The world will continue to create models after models to understand me 
and it is my privilege to defy each one of them. It is the task of this world to 
predict my movements and it is my job to surprise them time after time. It 
is their prerogative to create snares, illusions, traps and it is my destiny to 
escape whether it is logic, religion or love. 

I am not the country 1 live in, not the food I eat, not the education I get, 
not the religion I follow, not the gene I inherit but the hope I carry deep in 
my soul.I am what I dream. 


20 




World Dancing in a Snow Globe 


A Dream Walks Besides Us 

A dream walks beside us throughout our lives.dream to travel 

across exotic Malaysian islands and enchanting oases in Africa; dream to 
roam around gleaming lights of Monte Carlo to the ever awake Big Apple. 
This dreams walks beside us, abodes coyly in our heart while we keep 
swaying between the meager distances of home, church, school, cinema, 
park and office. We keep ignoring until one day it becomes impossible to 
ignore the outrageous number that our vehicle’s odometer is flashing. 

“Was it really me who has traveled these hundreds and thousands of 
miles? But to me even few thousand miles to Europe seemed impossible. I 
was even reluctant and always waiting for an excuse to travel outside the 
city radius and now this odometer has the nerves to show that I have 

traveled two hundred thousand miles.So I was travelling after all 

but the only difference was the direction.” 

What if we decide one day that we’ll only tread onwards? With every 
sunset, we’ll stretch our legs and call that place home. With every sunrise we 
set off no matter how tempting the solace of home will become. Travelling 
is only for those souls who can make these decisions very quickly and 

painlessly. For everyone else it will always remain a dream.Dream 

that walks beside them staunchly like a shadow but devoid of any 
significance or meaning whatsoever. 
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From Lovers to the love itself 


Nobody knows the origin of love but it is observed somewhere amongst 
the unapproachable snowcapped labyrinths of sacred mountain in the form 
of a holy stream. The two banks of this stream seem inseparable at this 
point but the immense flow of passions tears them apart and pushes them 
towards a most spectacular journey this world has ever seen. 

They quickly learn to achieve a balance; a safe distance in which colossal 
river of emotions passes through effortlessly and takes them along on a ride 
between rocky slopes and deadly turns. Time passes and they reach to the 
mighty plains where the canvas becomes so big that the lovers have to 
move apart to honor its vastness. Emotions now flow smooth between the 
two banks that are now as apart as horizons themselves. 

They continue to move through the plains and deserts and jungles with 
a grace, contentment and a smile only privileged for the children of love. 
They reach independently to the sacred ocean; though apart but carrying an 
essence of their partner. They fall in this mighty ocean and transformed 
forever from lovers to the Love Itself. 


22 



World Dancing in a Snow Globe 


I'll not die an unjust man 

1 was tortured and left to die floating in my own blood. With my 
ensanguined fingers, I wrote on the floor and walls of that cell till the dusk 
of my respite. 

I wanted to write about my anguish, disgust, vengeance and revolution 

but ended up scribbling verses of my gratitude. I thanked everyone.to 

the warmth of my mother’s womb, to the euphoria of riding on my father’s 
back, to the girl whose smile filled my entire youth with ecstasy, to the 
teacher who punished me for smiling on a mischief she couldn’t catch, to 
the kites glamorizing my very own private sky, to the rats crawling on the 
sewage all day, to the birds who were not scared of flapping their wings 
right on my face, to the night and to the mystery of night, to the day and to 
the benevolence of the day, to the host of angels I never saw, to the face of 
God I never missed. 

I even thanked my captors for these blessed moments of respite. Yes 
they were a little unkind to me but with all the blessings this life has given 
to me, how could I waste these precious moments in anything else except 
thankfulness, gratitude and celebration of love. 1 don’t want to die an unjust 
man. 
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World dancing in the snow globe 

1 managed to put time, the whole time, nothing but the absolute time 
into the snow globe with past swirling like a tail, present ascending to an 
inescapable descent and future snooping like eyes throbbing with dreams. 

And I fashioned the settings with seven shades of my reality. a 

rock, a cactus, a peacock, a boy, an angel a demon and a devil; all playing 
hide and seek while floating in the ethereal fluid of eternity. 

On the surface I tossed flakes in a fashion that every single flake was 
painted with million colored rainbows, gifted with melodies stirred by the 
muses of antiquity and filled with musk of the deer uncatchable for its 
entire lineage. 

I threw stories, dreams, floating mountains, tears, clowns, love, 
spectacles, mayhem, mice, misery and coundess others to embellish my 
world to perfection. 

And 1 am sitting with my Lord around this snow globe displaying my 

childish world in anticipation of the ultimate recompense.The 

eternal smile. 
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Moon is closer than Africa 


Moon is closer than Africa. It is not ashamed of taking shower in the 
murky waters of your backyard pond; all night you can hear moonlight 
crawling on your doorstep enticing you to come out of your hideout but 

Africa.Africa will remain a dream for the great majority of us. 

Our lives are not meant to experience the mystery of interminable 
savannahs, the ravishing jungle sounds, and outlandish fragrances of wild 
grass. Africa will always remain a dream, a story for us. 

Not all distances are meant to be measured in straight lines. In order to 
reach at the three kilometer mountain top climbers have to travel years and 
years through the thick clouds of suffering and endeavor and 
impossibilities. 

Isn’t it the case with people as well? You walk through the sea of people 
on the road but in reality their worlds are far apart than you can ever 
imagine. They live within the cocoons of their own worlds totally different 
than ours. Just occasionally, just with extreme stroke of luck we sometime 

find a window that can be opened into their world and then.only then 

for the first time we are able to see them, hear them, feel the real “them”. 

And what should I say about windows? You might live all your life just 
few inches away from each other in apartments and will never even become 
aware of the existence of the other but through a window you can enjoy the 
fragrance of flowers blooming deep down in the valley or can fill your 
house with laughter of the children playing blocks away on the street. 
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Giovanni the Cobbler 


“I am thankful to God not for the dozens of instances where I escaped 
but the one when I was caught stealing a bicycle and was beaten up 
mercilessly by the senseless crowd”. 

I was shocked by the statement of a man who was as old as my vintage 
grandfather’s watch and as trivial as the pole of a broken lamppost. He 
enjoyed my amazement and continued 

“I knew I nailed it right that day. I was on the bicycle, the road ahead 
was clear and I had that few yards advantage from the crowd that was 
chasing me. With these ingredients I could’ve beaten the odds any number 
of times. But then for a moment, maybe for a tiny tiny portion of a 
moment, I experienced His presence. And whenever He comes in our lives 
the time stops and you enjoy clarity unlike anything a human soul can 
experience. Yes to me these are the two signs through which you can know 
for sure His presence. And He smiled and looked towards the road ahead 
(not even a shadow of care on His face for the mob that was chasing 

me.No one could ever catch anyone in frozen time anyway) and my 

eyes followed His glance. I saw two roads diverging right in front of my 
eyes. 

A path where I escaped the crowd not this time but hundreds of times 
ahead and kept getting rich, successful, famous and powerful until I reached 
my grave. Then I saw myself lying in my grave, a big crowd for the funeral 
and everyone was whispering into each other ears about me. Giovanni the 
thief, the scoundrel, the lucky bastard who kept slithering through the 
hands of fate like a mercurial fish. 

And another trail where I was caught, snubbed, beaten up mercilessly 
and kept crawling on the face of earth like a worthless worm until I reach 
my grave. Then I saw myself lying in grave with handful of people in the 
funeral. However there was nothing but love, grief and respect in their eyes. 
And then some passerby asked about who has died and a young boy replied 

with pride.My grandpa, Giovanni the cobbler; the kindest and 

sweetest soul on earth. 
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I was on the bicycle, the road ahead was clear and I had that few yards 
advantage from the crowd that was chasing me but I stopped and was 
beaten up mercilessly and they hauled me around the market with black ink 
on my face and they were abusing me with shameless phrases but I was 
smiling and thankful and blessed because I was saved." 
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My every path is floating towards you 


Lush green grasslands stretched across thousands of miles are nothing 
but a mirage. The only real thing in the world of a droplet is the stream that 
is flowing towards an inescapable ocean. 
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I dance in the dark 


With no music, no applause 
No hope, no regret 
I dance in the dark 

Deep into woods where my shadow is barred 
Where even I was stopped to spectate myself 
1 dance in the dark 

Through depths of the sleepless night 
Beyond edges of the dreamless sight 
I dance in the dark 

Far from the spodight 

Away from the shadows of bread and fame 

I dance in the dark 

Showing gratitude for the gift of being and to honor 
The light not to be frustrated with thickest of murk 
I dance in the dark 
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The glass walls 

The inhabitants of glass walls are of seven kinds. 

We begin with the myopic ones whose suffocating dreams never even 
let them realize the existence of glass walls around them. These frogs of the 
well are happy in the illusion of happiness, content in the contentment of 
the lowermost. They live not a life, not the shadow of life, not even the 
dream of the shadow of life but just exist as a breathing miracle, a pulsating 

stream of cold blood deep in the heart of a stone.They are nothing but 

a stone among stones. 


Then there are the cynical ones. Their razor sharp vision shows them 
the glass walls across every horizon but their miniscule hearts never 
comprehend the implications of this overwhelming realization. So 
devastating is the predicament for these miserable creatures that they see no 
point even in crawling within the confinements of these walls. The 
powerful shade of beyond overshadows every single possibility that is 
worthy of an existence at its own accord. 

The third are the explorers. They decide to leave the comfort of their 
homes, silky arms of their beloved just to confront an inescapable glass wall 
stretched across horizons. They set of on a journey and will be surprisingly 
rewarded by the realization that the glass wall was actually much further 
than they estimated and the experience they gained was actually the highest 
blessing that can be bestowed on a soul like them. It is pointless to think 
whether they reach to the glass wall or not because even if they reach one 
they will simply turn around and will start walking towards another and 
keep enjoying endless stream of exotic cuisines, mesmerizing beauties, 
intellectual pursuits and the dreams not meant to be chained. 

Fourth are the artisans. The mundane world around them is no match 
for the scorching fire they are holding in themselves. They possess the same 
droplet of fire that is fueling the creation of galaxies, facilitating the birth of 
stars, driving the great gyration in the heart of black holes. So they use these 
glass walls as a canvas, as a screen to paint, to project their artistic greater 
selves. They have no intention to go beyond these glass walls as they are 
blessed with the power to bring the beyond within this world. 
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The fifth are dreamers. They don’t see a wall as a wall but a staircase to 
beyond. They will keep seeking new ways to overcome this wall until the 
last breath of their natural lives. They will make tunnels towards the 
fathoms of the wall; they will create flying machines to observe every inch 
of the obscure boundaries. They will strive and sacrifice and de-sanctify the 
very existence of these walls to a point where nature cannot resist the 
temptation to slip them through a path or two across these walls. 

The sixth are thinkers. For them the walls are not real and only exist in 
their minds. If only they can scratch away the idea of these walls from their 
minds then they might proclaim the freedom that their race truly deserved. 
In chains they will dance, in dungeons they will smell the most exquisite 
perfume form the Champs-Elysees, in far off islands they will hear 
Schubert’s symphonies. Their life will be a living proof that a wingless bird 
can fly and can fly higher than any other bird because it soars through its 
dreams. 

And the seventh are believers. What should I say about believers? They 
know the existence but also the purpose of these walls as well. They know 
that the walls are not there to confine them but to protect them from falling 
into the absurdity of the great abyss. There was a time when man was not 

even a thing worth mentioning.living unconsciously in a dark pond of 

no importance. Then the master picked them up in this container of glass 
walls and an amazing journey commenced across the distances of universe. 
Through the glass walls they can see the entire voyage; they can learn the 
secrets of the worlds beyond comprehension. The glass walls will protect 
them in the merciless depths, in the blazing fires, in the winds of 
nothingness until they will reach the destination and will be taken out and 
be left free in the ocean of knowledge where they truly belong. 
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The rain of dreams 


Every pore of the shepherd is soaked in the rain of dreams but the 
sheep are grazing quiedy amidst the dust still soaring shamelessly on their 
backs. 
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The birth of revolution 


There was a poet writing illustrious sonnets of love, beauty and 
devotion. His thoughts were purer than Sarasvati, more fragrant than 
Jasmine and dwelling in a place so high that no other bird ever dared to go. 

In devotion he excelled to a level where the blessing of a test was 
inevitable. A simple twist in the wheel of fortune and he was thrown out 
from his sumptuous casde. He was thrown out on the streets where he has 
to fight dogs and rats and others wretched souls like him for a loaf of bread. 
It was difficult to decide whether the time passed or paused but his clothes 
were torn and hair were full of lice and fleas. 

One day he heard the voice of his Lord 

“Write the stories of beauty. Write the songs of devotion. Write in the 
name of your Lord, Most Gracious, Most Merciful. Write for the sake of 
spiritual love you proclaimed to have once”. 

He stared helplessly in the void and started crying 

“Farewell to the illusion of love. Descend down from the pinnacle of 
your holiness. Burn down these wings of art that cannot take you anywhere 
but amidst the labyrinth of your ego.” 

He could not write about love, beauty or devotion but he wrote the 
songs of revolution and kindled the fervor that scorched the entire city. 
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To Enslave a Soul 


A pair of chains and you can enslave a body; a tank and few submachine 
guns and the whole village will wear the yoke of submission; couple of 
nuclear bombs and the entire nation can be thrown on their knees but even 
with all the might of this world you cannot enslave a soul. 
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Paths towards sacred mountain 


Paths span towards sacred mountain are treacherous, infinite, and 
impossible. Skeletons of unfortunate travelers are dispersed everywhere. 
Debris of the pilgrims’ dreams who left their affectionate wives, gifted 
children, lush green fields and cozy homes just for the sake of this journey 
are now scaring every voyager away. 

But endlessly moving caravans of pilgrims and recurrently accumulating 
illumination on the top are whispering a totally different story. Isn’t it 
wonderful that regardless of all the difficulties of the path every single night 
a caravan of pilgrims reaches at the peak and immerses into the mystery 
forever? 

O traveler! Don’t let your feeble body, trembling light, carcasses of the 
unfortunate ones or the darkness dancing on this frightful path dishearten 
you. They have no relevance to the truth. You are now treading on a 
strange path where “the last will be the first and the first will be the last”. 
No powerful, no learned, no warrior, no ruler can reach there because here 
no one is entided to power or knowledge or rule except Him. So no 
powerful will reach there until he will be weakened, no ruler will smell the 
destination until he becomes a beggar, no warrior will be blessed until his 
tears will wash away all his pride and no caravan will arrive there until each 
of the traveler will become alone. 

The gatekeepers of this land are blind to everything except love. No one 
is allowed to enter this sacred pinnacle except the lover. So your meager 
resources shouldn’t dismay you. Don’t concern on your ignorance, poverty 
or weakness either but only gaze towards the yearning in your 

heart.and if that is missing then don’t even think about leaving 

your comfortable bed and the silky arms of your beautiful companion 
because without that fire of love you will shiver to death. 

O traveler! Do not despair by the howling of infinite distances but only 
follow the sacred sound that connects your heart to the destination. Who 
knows that all this travel is just a test (After all who is capable of travelling 
infinite distances)? Who knows that all this is just a game and in some 
benevolent moment, a travelers does get permission to get rid of his weary 
body and instandy taken to sacred mountain. 
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Who knows that skeletons you see on the path are like the feathers that 
fall on ground while bird is flapping its wings to fly? Who knows that these 
bones are like the moulting of snakeskin and with a new body those 
travelers are moving towards meeting up their Lord? 
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Not the mercy or youth but death 

In the life of an old elephant there comes a point when he is forced out 
from herd by some young challenger. He spends rest of his life wandering 
alone like a ghost in the unending wilderness. It is the same land that 
witnessed glorious display of his vigor for decades and today it is stranger to 
him than the time he first opened his eyes. 

It is terrifying how easily life makes you a stranger in the land you had 
the illusion of possessing and leaves you in a state where you wander 
endlessly like a ghost, a shadow of yourself and beg from your Lord not the 
mercy or youth but death. 
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Quantum love 

The moment you stop looking at me, I’ll not exist. 
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Lion and the spirit of the deer 

They gave me an axe and sent me to the jungle where my father and his 
father roamed all their lives for our livelihood. It was my turn now but my 
eyes were soaked with fate and I couldn’t even find a single tree without a 

spirit.Spirit that was calling me by my name, whispering me the 

secrets of my soul daring me to ignore her if I could. 

You can “cut down the tree and chop off its branches; strip off its 
leaves and scatter its fruit” but you cannot trade a spirit for bread. 

My story is the story of a lion that starved to death only because he was 
cursed with the eye that can see the spirit behind the flesh and bones of 
every deer. 
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Sanctity of the word 

The void that cloaks vision once we close our eyelids has no comparison 
to the darkness abound. The solitude lurking behind closed doors shouldn’t 
be mistaken as the ferocious monster called loneliness. What comparison is 
of the seekers of antiquity to the modern man whose quest even for God is 
not going beyond google search. 

This new world of ours has delivered us glaring garlands of knowledge 
but it took away the sanctity of the word. 
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Eagle eyes 

Two young guys are standing beside a motorcycle in the corner of a dark 
street and looking for the perfect person to rob. 

Arslan (pointing towards a guy): What do you think about him? How 
about we take him down? 

Rashid: Are you crazy? This Goliath will eat us alive. Give yourself an 
autograph somewhere in this football resting on your shoulders 

stating.A man who is strong enough to break your bones with his 

bare hands, you should show him some courtesy of not scaring off with a 
gun.Full stop. Write it in big Red letters and underline it. 

Arslan: What is the point of carrying this junk if we will still have to act 
like miserable rats? 

Rashid: I feel sorry for a guy who needs a piece of metal to realize his 

manhood.You know hundreds of smart asses like you got killed every 

year during robbery with guns in their hands.Don’t let this gun take 

over your thoughts. It’s not a Mercedes that can define you.it is more 

like you take a taxi to someplace and after reaching there never even care to 
close the door 

Arslan: Keep your philosophy to yourself. We didn’t come here to talk. 

Rashid: You ever saw a lion doing his hunt? 

Arslan: Thanks to National Geographic.Now everybody has seen 

that 

Rashid: Then you should’ve noticed that with all his power and 

experience he never hunts casually.He takes his time to select his prey 

and that is what we are doing. I mean there should be a difference between 
those street rats and us 

Arslan: Actually that is the most pathetic part.There is no 

difference between us and them. But we are beyond this point now so lets 
do it. How about that old man? He seemed feeble enough to take our 
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chances 


Rashid: No.Not him 

Arslan: Why not? 

Rashid: He looks so innocent.just like my grandfather. See how 

affectionately he is looking at us. By the way these elders hardly carry any 
cash with them and they are so fragile that we might need to carry him to 
the hospital if he got heart attack or something due to this 

Arslan: Probably you are right.how about that woman? She looks 

shrewd enough. I bet her wrists will be full of Gold. 

Rashid: No woman.not on the first night. You have no idea 

how irrational and crazy creature a woman can be. If they start to yell or cry 
then she will only stop when all the birds on the trees will left the city 
boundary and all the people in the neighborhood will be fed up after 
beating us like dogs 

Arslan: If we keep talking like this we will never be able to decide 


Rashid: You are right.We’ll never be able to decide. In fact no one 

ever really decides these things. Only the Time can decide.Time that is 

sitting on a high cliff and looking at everything with his sharp Eagle eyes. 
He sees two young robbers standing on a dark road and smiles and then 
whispers in the ear of a middle aged shopkeeper “Why not take this short 
cut instead?” 

Rashid points towards the corner where a middle aged shopkeeper 
stopped for a while and then turns towards this dark street. He is coming 
towards the guys slowly and nervously touching his pockets from time to 
time. There is a smile on the face of the guys. 
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Body and Soul 

Rabbit’s soul was trapped in the body of a turde 
What should I do the stop them from calling 
The trails this misery left behind as Life 


43 



ASAD ALI 


Experiencing World from the Eyes of God 

From the eyes of God, man is Its best creation. From the eyes of God, 
this world is an ultimate training program where even a humble entity like 
mosquito is not without a purpose. From the eyes of God, this entire world 
is dying to shower its love and blessing on man. 

Blessed is man whose thirst is making oceans sent millions of gallons of 

water transported through furious winds.So much water that an 

entire civilization can flourish even on its dreg. Blessed is man whose 
hunger can break the mighty barriers of rocks and rivers gushed forth 
across thousands of miles with fish and birds and foliage and life. 

From the eyes of God, this world is a piece of bread soaked in honey 

and cream.and man, this mischievous kid is wasting his life in 

seeking sustenance out of the barren dreams and desires. 

And from the eyes of Satan there is nothing more dreadful than the 
unfortunate tragedy of the creation of mankind. From the eyes of Satan, 
everything was floating in an immense sea of thankfulness until the 
ungrateful man was brought forward who dared to become dissatisfied even 
on heaven itself. 

From the eyes of Satan, this world is nothing but the last droplet of 
hope to acquaint this handful of dust to the lust of darkness whose very 
essence is light. How impossible is the task to fill this world with hatred 
whose every fabric is weaved with love? How can he make a man despair 
who will find his Lord forgiving and kind even if he returns after seventy 
years of sinful life? How can he make him frighten with hunger whose 
sustenance is promised by God Himself? How can he distract a soul that 
cannot be satisfied anything less than the absolute truth? 

From the eyes of Satan this world is agony, pain, despair, deceit, torture 

and an eternal night.but he has no choice because this is his 

world. 

But what about the one who is blessed with both the eyes and was given 
the free choice of 

“This world is yours.Go and embrace the truth from My eyes or 

reject it from the eyes of Satan”. 
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Reality interwoven in Reflection 


God and reflection of God that descends on meager puddles of our 

comprehension.We mistake one for the other and waste all our 

lives running after mirages. 

Seekers should never forget that reality is interwoven in reflection. I am 
not saying that there is no world outside an ocean but for a fish not a single 

shred of its life exists beyond the ocean.For a fish an ocean is the 

world, universe and everything beyond. Beyond an ocean there is nothing 
but a suffocating flutter inside a glass jar or a howling death in the ruthless 
air. A fish has to weave its every dream, every desire and every hope within 
the ocean. 

God is infinite, incomprehensible, transcendent and inscrutable. It is 
impossible for a creation to understand God. But He has foreseen and 
honored even this naive desire of ours and created universe in the form of a 
mirror where even a humble creation like an insect can experience His 
reflection. I am not saying that there is nothing beyond this world but for 
us this world of reflection is our frontier. We have to weave our every 
dream within the confinement of this reflection. Storytellers who travelled 
beyond the edges of reflection within the sanctuary of some crystal jar are a 
deception. There is nothing more sacred or holy than the world of 
reflection. Reality is weaved into the reflection and beyond is only the sea of 
nothingness and void so profound that even the best of us is unable to 
locate a single trace of the Echo of God. 
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Death of my choice 

A mouse dropped into a tall floor vase from where the escape was 
simply impossible for the poor creature. He did however tried every trick in 
his bag to get away, spent some really fecund moments in searching the 
traces of his soul but at the end it all fell back to one a single desire 

“Let the cat find me today before the garroting death”. 
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Right to be alive 


We do talk a lot. From the dawn of time we’ve uttered so many words 
that mountain and mountains of arguments have been 

erected.mountains too high to even let the light of meaning pass 

through. Their long and terrifying shadows creep into our every 
conversation and stop us from reaching any conclusion. 

We wrote thousands of books on morality and couldn’t agree on the 
basic premise that being alive is the fundamental right of us all regardless of 
where fate has placed us on this planet. The right that is more important 
than any national, political, religious or racial boundary imprisoning us on 
the name of glorified freedom. 

Every one of us has a right to live an ordinary life, to love an average 
woman, to work all day in a shabby office, to indulge in a furious fight over 
some trivial accident, to cry all night on a deserted bridge and to do other 
meaningless things like these without the fear of some divine and holy 
ideology (Too holy to even question its sanctity) destroying the whole world 
from our landscape. 
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How to make a perfect marionette 

Take a cloth, a wad of cotton, few buttons and lot of strings. Soak them 
in the dreams of your fathers. Tie them hard with the enslavement hovering 
your heads for centuries. Stretch them to the limit like someone was 
stretched on the Cross. Gather all the hunger you can from the world you 
live in and infuse it to dwell there as soul. 

The puppet will wrap its strings on the body (just to cover its shame) 
and will start dancing on the first jingle of the shimmering silver coin and 
will keep going till eternity and beyond. 
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No one knows her except her mother 

Every eye holds a different view of that prostitute. For the eyes soaked 
with lust, she is just a vivacious and dazzling little doll. To the undying faith 
of the religious sight she is already wearing the garlands of scorpions, 
snakes, thorns and fire. Ruthless eyes of a writer see her as a tree harboring 
myriad birds of stories. And she is a just a lost sheep for the myopic social 
worker who has to be pushed (with force if necessary) towards the safe 
barns of the normality. 

Thousands of eyes have crept on her body but no one knows her except 
that woman who has closed every possible window towards this poor girl. 
She closed them with so much conviction that even the supreme sneaker 
like time itself has no chance to break in. Years have passed by without 
seeing a glimpse of this prostitute, her own daughter. But I don’t know 
why, no matter how many times she gets out of her house, she couldn’t 

resist looking towards that bus stop on the street corner.A bus stop 

where she saw her standing for the last time before melted down into the 
fabric of time. She never rode that bus. Even the thought of this bus still in 
service seems a crime, a sinful act to her. 


After every prayer she begs blessings for her family but never for this 
daughter. She is extremely careful but still there comes a moment in each 

prayer where everything freezes for a moment.A moment where she 

even forgets what she want from God. A moment where she forgets her 
husband, her children and even the light emerging from the green tomb of 
her beloved prophet. For a moment things hide behind a thick black veil. 
Doesn’t matter if she will be throwing away this blanket in a fraction of a 
second with all the force she got. But this quantum moment is there and no 
matter how hard she tries, she is not able to get rid of this moment. She is 
completely helpless in this mysterious blackout where someone falls on her 
feet and begs to pray for her. 

She never prayed for her daughter. The girl never gets tired of 
requesting though. Even if her plea is not strong enough she puts her head 
beneath the mother’s hand for blessing. Even that hand will be quickly 
taken back by the mother but at least it was there for the fraction of a 
second. The poor girl knows that during this episode full of humiliation, 
there was a moment when that hand was actually on her head. That 
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darkness guards the honor of both of their secrets. 

Nobody knows that prostitute except her old mother who swore never 
to see her face for rest of her life. Who has even refuses to pray for her. 
Who prostrates and begs forgiveness even if a thought of that girl comes in 

her mind.But she knows this girl. She still remembers that on the 

fragrance of Halawa the girl used to get excited. She knows that the heart of 
her daughter dances with the raindrops. She is aware that the girl wakes up 
during the night after scary dreams and can only sleep in her lap amidst the 
holy verses and fingers moving in her hair. They are being knitted together 
with ruthless certainty and there is no way this memory casde can be 
scratched away from her life. 

The mother doesn’t know what this girl is going through these days. She 
might be still waking up in the night terrified but the fat bellied 
businessman, sleeping on her side, will never even notice. She will have 
nowhere to hide except herself and nowhere to look except the rusty fan on 
her roof. 

Thousands of eyes have crept on her body but no one knows her except 
her mother while everyone else is lost in a ruthless act of deception. 
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Inheritance of doors 


The dwellers of the city were inherited with coundess sacred doors; 
closed, locked and tighdy wrapped in the mysteries of beyond. People 
experienced strange fragrances, holy chanting, greater than life visions 
surrounding those doors. Ail these stories and legends resulted in a massive 
wait beside those doors. The hope was so gigantic that their sons, 
grandsons, lineage and whole city have to put their share in that wait. 

The entire life of the city was written in an enigma but still there was a 
strange serenity, an unknown tranquility in that endless wait. The only 
resdess soul in the entire city was a drifter who inherited a key and couldn’t 
find the door it is for. 
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Love of this world 

The simile of the love of this world is like a candle in a dark room filled 
with the masterpieces of art. As soon as you kindle the flame the entire 
magic and grandeur of those masterpieces will be unleashed. Speechless 
with gratitude, you will not trade this sight for the riches of heaven and 
earth. 

Love of this world is nothing more than this candle and with this we are 
not seeing anything but the reflection of the divine light. And there comes a 
time when the barriers of reflections are lifted and our heart starting to see 
the real light of His essence (no darkness of the world will dare to veil that 
light). When this time comes each one of the lovers puts aside idols of love 
and runs towards its true destiny. 

No one treads with a burning candle when the sun comes out. 
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Walking through the mist of futility 

I don’t walk on these feeble legs or through the stick that my grandson 
brought from the woods. I walk on the belief that I’ll be judged not on the 
distance I covered in my life but the way I kept walking through the 
haunting shadows of disbelief and the mist of futility. 
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Two days can change your life forever 

One day go out and seek all the pain, misery, ugliness and every possible 
shade of darkness that you can come across. Don’t hide from the pungent 
smell of the dead dog’s carcass, try to stare right at the yellow teeth of the 
taxi driver, attend some angry procession against the government where you 
yell and abuse for hours at the top of your voice, tell your wife that the 
dinner tastes like crap and beat your kids for no other reason but may be 
just for being kids, watch some gloomy movie and push yourself right into 
the middle of nauseating nightmares. 

The next day will be different as you’ll not see anything but beauty, 
goodness, harmony and every possible color of light. Jump right over your 
neighbor’s wall just to have a glimpse of those enchanting flowers in his 
garden; veil yourself from the suffocating bus crowd by hiding under the 
exotic perfume that some woman is wearing; throw a loaf of bread or two 
to the wild pigeons, give smile to ten strangers (It will not hurt if few of 
them actually are someone beside charming ladies), sit quiedy on the 
roadside with that homeless man and stare towards the sky for a while, treat 
your colleagues to an extravagant lunch, say few lies to your wife about the 
dinner she made, take your children on a little ride at your back instead of 
in your SUV, watch the best movie you can find and in the arm of your 
wife float calmly towards the ocean of sweet dreams. 

And then next morning choose the way you want to see the world for 
rest of your life. 
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Beseeching for a door 


There is someone in me who has the power to rip apart every single 
particle of this prison and I’m beseeching for a door. 
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Inkblot test 


Who knows if there is no absolute reality and the world is given to us 
just like an inkblot test to know our true metde. They show same world to 
each one of us and ask politely 

“What do you see my little boy?”.A singing bird, a roaring 

lion or just a cat sleeping on a dumpster. 


“Look out from your window and tell what’s out there?”.a girl 

thrilled in front of a waterfall or a typhoon swirling in the eyes of a damsel. 

“And what’s the final verdict my old comrade?”. Cruelty, 


treachery, ugliness and death or benevolence, love, beauty and life. 
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Flight of the wingless Bird 


A wingless bird cannot fly 

Cannot even see but the handful of sky 

Will never know invisible trails in the sneaky air 

No zephyr, no twister will ever lift it high 

To inhabit an ocean and stuck in a shell 

Gleaming tire of the pearl is the agony of an unopened eye 

Gone are the times of holding their tale and trailing endlessly 

Seasons will now come and descend on it from the sky 

Time will slow down and droop beside like an old dog 

In the midst of lifeless dreams entire world will cry 

But behind the mist of lost dreams and debris of chained flight 

The greatest consoler of all will never let its smile dry 

The clairvoyant of Love will come to rescue with its crystal ball 

And will unveil the mystery of floating prison for every bird that fly 

Love will smile with it on the follies of myopic strivers 

And will roam with it till dusk and let it sleep on its thigh 
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Time and world 


Time is a thief vowed to steal the reality out of this world. World is a 
spider relentlessly weaving its web in the hope of the greatest prey named 
time. In isolation, it seems that I know both of them fairly well but the 
minute they come close to each other everything loses its meaning in the 
thick fog of absurdity. 

The biggest misfortune in history is not the demented display of the few 
but the unwillingness of the multitude to exercise the supreme benevolence 
bestowed on them in the form of human will. 
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To lose this dream 


On the path of sacred mountain there lies the abyss of self and nobody 
can jump through the abyss of self. 

Nobody can reach to the sacred mountain except a bird or an autumn 
leaf. Like a bird, weave your desire into a pair of wings and ascend to the 
pinnacle of your dream. Or like an autumn leaf, forego every burden and let 
the wind of benevolence takes you where you really belong. 

But if you don’t have the courage for either, then go back and lose this 
dream somewhere between the scrumptious foods, luxurious dwellings and 
in the beauty that can shroud the reminiscence unleashed. 
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Of maggots and gods 

The story of Dada lineage started with my great-great grandfather who 

somehow found a hole in the fabric of immortality.Hole through 

which he sneaked in to the privileged mountain range of history and 
engraved his name for ever. Yes on the same surface where statesmen like 
Abraham Lincoln, prophets like Jesus and conqueror like Genghis khan 
made their mark. Of course this mark was not that perpetual or flamboyant 
as theirs but still he managed to pull us up on the face of history out of the 
forgotten manure of time. 

In the beginning there was darkness and a faceless spirit hovers over the 
bodies of nameless beings and then a daring businessman brought light and 
the dynasty of Dada was born. And it was not just a clan gathered by blood 

but by a spirit.A spirit that breathed in each member of our family. 

We all grew up, attained reasonably good education, found a well-connected 
fertile woman and chose a trade where two plus two is at least 

seven.Two to cover the cost of goods, two for the workers, one 

for us, one for the family and one for the God. This simple mathematical 
equation was the core of our entire existence. 

Our society, our workers, our family and us.we all prospered. And 

yes the God.How can we forget the most interesting element of this 

equation? Though in practical terms he hardly had any dominion on our 
affairs but with extreme religious zeal we paid His one seventh to the 
mosques or dharamshalas (before our family converted to Islam) or spent 
on religious rituals. 

For the family it was not the battle worth fighting for. God was too big 
a mystery to be understood or refuted so we always bribed our way out of 
this mess. Yes when Hindus were in power all this went to temples but then 
a new dominant force emerged by the name of name of Muslims. The 
whole family embraced Islam only because for us God of Muslims already 
won the batde and is more entitled to our tax now. 

We were this close to accept Christianity as well but the British never 
setded. They never showed clear intentions and guts to permanendy stay in 
this mysterious land. If the God of the rulers is reluctant to confront the 
God of the populace then it is better to just stay wherever you are and wait 


60 








World Dancing in a Snow Globe 


for the right time to come. And the time proved that our decision was right. 
British took whatever they can from India and fled away leaving behind an 
unsolvable riddle in the form of a nation polarized to the edges. 
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0 Little butterfly you came too late 

A charming butterfly with vivacious colors came and tried to sit on my 
old window. I don’t know how but the glass broke and left her stunned. 
This disaster was too much for someone who could pilfer nectar from the 
flimsiest of the flowers without even gets noticed. 

O little butterfly you still have to learn a lot from life. Time plays funny 
games. Tree that took the blows of mighty storms and never even blinked 
once fell on the ground due to the mere swing of a little girl. It is not 
important whom you are meeting but the critical is in which condition you 
are meeting them? 

If you came here many years ago then you would’ve found this window 
wide open and our children must’ve chased you for hours and there 
would’ve been so many colors in this room that you might consider it a 
garden as well.But O litde butterfly you came too late. 
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The great creator 

Mind is unable to comprehend the greatness of a creator who is capable 

of coining darkness before light.Darkness so intense that it has 

seventy thousand layers and each one of them is a veil for some creation. 

He is a strange craftsman who creates nothingness before being and 

then on the empty canvas of abyss showers light.Light so blessed 

that it has seventy thousand dimensions and each one of them is a window 
for some creation. 
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Fate of weakling 


Not every mouse is fortunate enough to rescue the lion. The fate of the 
weaklings is to wait for a moment that will never come and slowly to be 
buried under the kindnesses of the strong. 
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Boundary of the boundless universe 

I was a typical artist.angry, lost, frustrated and wrapped up in the 

illusion of uniqueness. When I used to stand up in front of the canvas then 
the whole universe sort of faded out. Stormed by the divine figures and 
exquisite colors, I floated in that ocean like an insignificant blade of grass. 
And there were times when a powerful wave took me down to a depth 

where the whole ocean dissolved into nothingness .A place where 

phantasms reside within reality and veracity inside figments. A place where 
1 realized for the first time that the blade of grass is not floating in the 
ocean but the whole ocean is floating within the blade of grass. I felt myself 
extremely powerful and potent. But that was not the place to stay. It was 
like those damned cities from where it is sagacious to move away quickly 
lest the curse that befell them befell us as well. But in those intoxicating 
moments who really cares for prudence? 

With all my zeal and unending quest, however, I could never surpass 
that point. I knew quite clearly about the possibility to go beyond but no 
“I” can traverse this distance. This extra baggage of ego must have to be 
left behind if one is dreaming to proceed further. And for those who 

considers it not a burden but their very essence.for them this is the 

edge of the universe. Boundary of the boundless universe.How absurd 

is the idea? 

But the truth is that boundaries are not for the universe but of the 
inhabitants. Sea is the boundary of the fish, air is the boundary of the eagle, 
higher sky is the boundary of the demons, Sidrat al-Muntaha is the 

boundary of Gabriel.and the one who has the power to surpass 

every boundary is trapped in an “I”. 

What should I write about my return? You witness with your own eyes 
the emergence of immeasurable sea from the simple blade of grass. Water 
gushed forth with the force that it takes the blade of grass with it as well 
and tossed it violently up and down for a time that seemed eternity in itself. 
And when the storm slows down then this blade of grass emerges on the 
surface all covered by the deep-water coral. What awe for the sight? An 
ordinary blade of grass and the accomplishment of returning back from the 
abysmal depths of the ocean. World will not even accept this reality without 
hesitation. How to break it to them “From where the entire ocean gushed 
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forth”? Nobody will believe on these things. 

I will only tell them what they can easily absorb. I will wear the garb of 
this deep-water coral buoyantly and will relish the illusory sacredness that 
comes with it. 
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Tear up the dreams 

Tear up the dreams of absolute freedom from your awaken eye and 
surrender willingly to a trap that is worthy of your submission. 
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Girl hiding in the Bougainvillea 


There was someone 
Beneath my hoary window 
Somewhere deep 

In the trembling shadows of bougainvillea 
There was someone 

Pulsating my small world on her breaths 

Filling my entire sky through the impish colors of her vibrant dress 

Maybe just a small girl 
Not knowing where to halt 

Believing that her innocent game of hide and seek 

Can even shatter the reality web of an old spider like me 

And now like a pair of pythons 

A dual fear is wrapping her around 

Fear to become lost and fear of being found 

Worry not, my little child 

Let me tell you a thing more dreadful than 

To be found or even to be lost 

The agony of a moment where all your friends 

Got weary of this game and revert back to their homes 

Leaving you alone in wait 

Amidst the soul shattering solitude of night 

The shadows of night are melting into darkness 

I am still hearing that sound from bougainvillea 

Who knows the girl is still here 

Or maybe it is just a waft of wind 

I don’t know and I’ll never be able to know 

Why to leave my cozy bed and freshly brewed coffee 

Why to descend my gloomy stairs in the freezing night 

In search of a girl that probably would never have come 

Who knows it merely is a gust of playful wind 

Who knows it always was a devious puff of wind 

Wind does play with solitude stricken hearts all the time 
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Ah! Another dawn of my moribund life 

There is no one beneath my hoary window 

No sound, not even shadow of a movement 

Who knows if somewhere in the night 

A friend came looking for her 

Who knows if somewhere deep in the bougainvillea 

A door opens towards another world 

(The door I always sought but never found) 

Who knows with nothing but little stones in her hands 
She actually did fought away the terror all night 
And now resting peacefully like a proud warrior 
Or who knows just wind is mired down in time 

I don’t know and I will never be able to know 

Why to descend my gloomy stairs in the freezing night 

In search of a girl that probably would never have come 

My window, my garden, my bougainvillea, my solitude 

Were always with me and will always be mine 

But a girl in a dress more colorful than the rainbow itself 

With dreams more vivacious than happiness and hope combined 

Will never come to my life 
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Artist and the Game of Life 


The game of life was bread and chattels and garlands of gold and 

I.I wasted my life in creating music that makes one forget his own 

existence. I painted dreams of heaven on the concrete walls and no wonder 
people with bloody foreheads are chasing me down. The miserable 
recompense I received for my idiocy is well deserved as my gift was never 
to awake but to evoke the illusion of happiness weaved diligendy in the 
hearts of every puppet that dances for the show. 
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Herds of myopics 

Man was forced to shiver in the icy cold nights of wilderness until his 
mind developed and grasped the simple relation of stones and spark. 
Destiny is waiting unwearyingly until he proves himself worthy to be given 
the secrets of power hidden in and around every atom of this universe. And 
this gift will not be for everyone because there will be people protesting on 
roads in the favor of an exodus back to the rudimentary life of antiquity. 

God was never away from His creation even for millionth of a second 

but to understand Him in His essence requires time.adequate time 

that this feeble creation can awake that eye crucial to observe His grandeur. 
And even then it will not be for everyone. There still be a herd of myopics 
chanting frantically and willing to drag everyone with them back into the 
stone age of human conscious in the name of belief. 
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The tune of life 

The tune of life, even on the humblest of levels, is not created to be 
understood. It is not there to act as a vehicle of knowledge or an instrument 

to disperse happiness. It’s just there to create a sacred awe.Awe 

that spins the mighty wheels of evolution. 
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Determinism and Free will 


Between the small pond and the big fish 
Shared is the imprisonment of life 
Amid stifling, numb shadow of a movement 
And agonizing pain of a futile scuffle 
It is the only fraction a small fish can 
Enjoy the absolute freedom 
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Slaves of a fall 


Time is a mighty river sweeping away people, cities, stars, winds, 
Christmas days, girls, bats and every conceivable object towards the 
promised land of eternity. With whirlpools as powerful as a dream of a 
vagabond and waterfalls as haunting as a tear rolling down from an eye, 
movement is the only law of this fluid land. No one is entitled for a respite 

from this crusade.Even the thickest layer of ice in this ocean is 

floating on warm currents. 

There is no escape from this movement. The pinnacle of human 
freedom is only about jumping from one floating plank to another. 
Swimming against the current, resting on a stationary piece of ice or a door 

that can take us towards a totally new dimension.these are the 

dreams we miserable creatures are not even entided to see. 

So we keep jumping vainly from one plank to another in search of a 

change until we reach the same inescapable ocean.And a fire that 

always remains hidden within us waiting to be kindled; A sleeping lion that 
can be awaken to defy this dynamic inertia of our lives. 

But to us, the dwarves of history, probably nothing can be safer than 
this slumber. Truth is that there is no door that can introduce us to a reality 
higher than ourselves. And without this inertia we’ll even become more 
miserable because only then we’ll know for sure that we are not going 
anywhere. Like a child we currently are immersed in the moving pictures of 
strange worlds on the screen of our toy, resting under the comforting 
shades of a dream to be a great voyager and scared of that wild beast in 
ourselves that can tear apart this false veil into pieces and will jump right 
into the screen without any fear of a fall right into nothingness. 

Probably it is easier to accept the writing on our foreheads in the form 

of fate.So we will just stand still and will keep looking at that 

closed door and keep dreaming about doing something with our lives. A 
hope will pull us towards the door and a fear will keep us away from 
it.and the trumpet will be sounded amidst a terrifying sound 

“Who turned you into slaves while your mothers have given birth to you 
as freemen?” 
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On the wings of love 


Let the brain be a lover that picks wild berries, enchanting flowers, 
alluring butterflies and shimmering pearls all day long and let your heart be 
the beloved that chooses. On the wings of love and on the wings of love 
alone an offering is sanctified on the altar of your soul. 
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What we take to the Top 

Ant failed sixty seven times but continued climbing until it took the 
grain, her pride, hope of a desolated king and the destiny of an entire nation 
to the top. 
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To the horizons of a brave new world 


Aslam Kaka was an ordinary Tangawala until one day his horse fell on 
the road and broke its spinal cord. Though he ended up in arranging a 
bullet for the head of that animal but before that he tried everything he 
could do in his meager resources. At least everything that made him believe 
that he has done everything he could. 

Surely there were things like that English veterinary surgeon who can do 
wonders with cases like these but that really was not an option. Even Feeka 
who mentioned the name of the surgeon at the first place did this out of 
sheer meanness. The kind of fee the doctor would have charged, if and only 
if he agreed to treat the horse, must have exceeded the combined price of 
horse, carriage and his family home altogether. But most probably he would 
never have reached to that level where fee will come into the picture. The 
erudite surgeon wouldn’t have operated a tangawala’s horse anyway. That 
could be detrimental to his reputation. 

Though life is life but we need to understand that some entities have 
superior life. Like the race horses privileged enough to be treated by him. 
Though carrying the same specie badge as the creature dragging the tanga 
they were extremely different. But ignoramuses like us don’t appreciate 
these finer variances and feel oppressed. 

I think this whole idea of oppression is based on a 

misconception.A misconception triggered by a very erroneous 

categorization of species. The term was originally coined by some scientist I 
guess who never knew the implications of this discovery on the social 
fabric. He was looking at the huge number of animals and just thought that 
it would’ve been interesting to categorize them somehow. Now the secrets 
of laboratories shouldn’t come to public unless the social aspect is also 
considered. So the word came into regular usage and simpletons like us 
thought for a moment that a horse is a horse. That the sacredness of being 
a member of horse tribe was somehow more important than the finer 
variations of Thoroughbred and Tanga horse. In appearance they are all 
horses but deep down each one of us knew that they are not. Yes they were 
from the same specie but am I not already said that the idea of specie is a 
flawed one itself. 
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A “social specie” (if you permit me to coin a new term) will be more 
relevant in the context of this discussion. It will make things lot simpler. 
Let’s bring all the precious animals under one “social specie”. Yes they will 
have their finer differences of being a horse or a dog or an alligator but they 
will be similar on more subde aspects like their prices will be comparable, 
same group of doctors will treat them, same oudets will be carrying their 
food etc. 

So when our Tanga horse will break its leg then we’ll not consider taking 
it to a doctor that will ask for our entire world in return of that treatment 
(and make us feel miserable). But rather we’ll try to look for some guy with 
a gun and couple of bullets to spare. And if we are lucky then we might find 
the connection to that Irish company cook who is interested in buying 
horse meat. A simple classification can be such a blessing if we know the 
boundaries in black and white. 

If you permit me then I would propose a change or two in the other 

things as well.you know just to avoid unnecessary moral dilemmas. 

So few changes in the social fabric and we will get rid of half of the crimes 
and three quarters of sins. Few simple twists like lifting the ludicrous 
sacredness from the institution of marriage can take care of greatest sins 
like adultery and one of the highest trigger points in crimes of passion. 

Similarly some legislation on the erroneous (and I must say criminal) 
idea of the equality of human beings can straighten up the things for 
millions of people. Let’s name them a member of separate group called 
something like “stardust clan” (we are taking everything away from them so 
at least give them a respectable name). Though physically they might look 
like homosapiens (for a little more time) but they are different. Their food, 
their attire, their abode everything have to be different from regular human 
beings. Now onwards human beings will only eat organic food and will only 
function properly in at least a house of two thousand square meter or more. 
And these stardust folks will be more communal in nature. They will live in 
dark, shabby crowded setdements. They will survive on genetically 
engineered food ingeniously designed to give necessary nourishment but at 
the same time will free them up from unnecessary thinking abilities. The life 
expectancy of the members of this clan is much shorter as well which is a 
blessing because then society will operate on the optimum productivity 
level. 

This Utopia is not far in the horizon. I can see that. I can hear its 
footsteps slowly moving towards us like a ferocious beast. This dawn (or 
should 1 say dusk) of brave new world is closer than we think but we are 
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not mature enough to understand it on a rational level. So with extreme 
kindness they will take us there gradually. And until we reach our 
destination, there is no escape from disappointment, frustration and being 
desperate. 

We are supposed to play this game a little more. We are supposed to 
suffer a little more a little harder and keep begging to the same people for 
food who inflicted this famine on us at the first place. Till the time we have 
this very clear distinction in place, ordinary people like Aslarn Kaka needs 
to endure this unnecessary suffering and agony and pain. And at the same 
time it won’t hurt if they show some gratitude for this transitional phase 
that gives them a chance to cry on the carcasses of their dead horses at 
least. 
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To wait for love 


I could’ve waited for you all my life but there were others 

A sun that refused to set 
A breeze that held its breath 
A bird that stalled on sky 
A wave that froze in ocean 
A boy named time lost in the simple paths of life 

No, I never was that cruel 

So in a guise of a smile 1 left for home 

Where even the silence was scared to abode 

I could’ve waited for you all my life but there were others 
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Everything will perish except His Face 


Life is intricate and incomprehensible but living life is pretty easy and 
simple. 

Life on earth is a derivative of a phenomenon spreads across billions of 
years of evolution. No human soul can ever be able to comprehend the 
purpose or rationality of the bubbles that emerge from this quantum soup 
of chaos and complexity. 

But living life is pretty simple and easy. Each day life will pose a new 
problem and every time you only have to ask one question 

“If my God would’ve been here how would He react?” 

Would He walk away from the child trembling in the freezing night wearing 
His designer jacket? Would he retract his stance in the shadows of the fear 
of death? Would he play Scrooge in disseminating gifts like knowledge and 
wisdom? 

And this will change your whole outlook towards life. You will not eat until 
you feed every single child on your street; You will forgive your enemy 
while his neck is right under your knife; You will love strangers for no 
apparent reason and will travel thousands of miles just to give a smile to the 
face of an old friend. When you do this then your own face will wither away 
into the realm of absurdity (where it really belongs) and the world will only 
be able to see the reflection of His face instead. 

And there comes a time when entire humanity will learn to act like Him and 
will throw away their thick veils of greed and ego and put down their 
swords of desire in the feet of that mighty Master. That day the purpose of 
creation will be fulfilled and there will not be anything left in the world but 
the Face of God. 


81 



ASAD ALI 


Its how you carry your wonderland 

I used to walk to my school and it was a long walk. In this rather 
strenuous exercise I have gathered the best of my memories. I have seen a 

group of green frogs jumping on a rhythm .the same rhythm on 

which the birds were flapping their wings a mile back. I have seen a fox 
marching beside me perhaps in the hope to steal few drops from the pitcher 
of destiny that I was carrying. There was this snail sort of matching the 

movements of clouds.for every inch of sky they traversed it moved the 

same space on earth. 

Then I bought a bicycle and somehow every single item of that 
landscape transformed into something inexplicable. The frogs, the birds, 
the snail, the clouds everything vanished. There was a new world in front of 

me.The world of dancing tree tops, silhouette of farmers working 

in fields, dogs running along with their mouths open and countless other 
thoughtless manifestations. 

There came the time when I got the chance to travel those few miles on 

a car. There were no familiar sounds or fragrances or visuals..Just 

the air and dust striking ruthlessly from the open windows threatening 
every single shred of that dreamy travel that I always had. I tried to rub my 
eyes in disbelief and when I opened them the car already reached at the 
school. I bypassed all the mystery and magic of the voyage and thrown right 
into the arms of reality in least possible time. 

And yesterday I was flying in the airplane and my companion showed 
me our village through the window. I looked out with all the power I had 

but couldn’t see anything.My entire wonderland transformed into 

a black dot flowing quietly towards the inevitable respite in the ocean of 
nothingness. 
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Dream of the Shepherd's Son 

The old shepherd was doing abulation for the Morning Prayer when his 
son came to him all excited 

“I have seen a saint in my dream who vowed that there is a huge pile of 
gold beneath our barn”. 

The old man smiled 

“My grandma told me the stories of thousand and one saints and not 
one of them ever cared a damn about Gold. It is funny how that cursed old 
chap plays with our hearts. Young men of shepherd tribe with the 
responsibility of hundreds of sheep don’t indulge in a sleep deep enough to 
see these pointless dreams. Ask a lot of forgiveness from your Lord and 
reduce the food you eat by half. I wonder if you still be able to see these 
dreams” 

“What if there really is Gold beneath our barn?” 

“Then it is our job to protect it from folks who will make everyone else 
life miserable with this golden death.” 

“But.what if we dig it out and help the poor?” 

“How can you help the poor with something that is created solely to 
oppress them? You can help the poor with sheep, with fruit of your land, 

with your kindness, with your blood and sweat but gold.that will 

only bring desolation to you and to the poor you intend to help.” 

The young boy left but there was a disbelief in his eyes. That night the 
old man put his cot in middle of the barn and prayed to God 

“Help me to live at least for the time that my son is able to see things in 
the blessed divine light”. 
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Frogs jumping towards the moon 

Tears gush forth like the mighty rivers but are scared to reach that ocean 
unbound. Not even the hope has wings strong enough to fly towards the 
land you are residing now. The mighty warrior of love in not permitted to 
seek salvage from the castle you are imprisoned in. 

I am ashamed to live and continue to live in a world where even the 
flight of dream is worthless and futile like the frog jumping towards the 
moon. 
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Life cycle of hope 

Hope starts its journey like a pearl slumbering deep down in the abyss of 
heart. It turns into a magnificent butterfly enchanting, roaming, challenging 
and alluring the child within us towards a land unexplored. We take the call 
and it transforms into a mighty ocean flying in time and carrying an entire 
wonderland on its chest. We ignore and it turns into a stubborn raven 
haunting, hovering, distracting, and cursing us right till the gates of eternity. 
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A pathless path 


Both are treading a pathless path to honor the blessed voice 
scorpion is no different than a butterfly. 
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Freedom to defy 

If you have to seek Him then you are already lost. If He is not present in 
the humblest of the blade of grass, in the first zephyr of spring, in the wrath 
of contemptuous beasts or even in the staling bread then He is not your 
Lord. 

Nowhere the fabric of this Maya is strong enough to resist His 
manifestation even for the fraction of a second. In the whole world no iron 
wall, no abyss spread across billions of light years nor slithering oceans of 
nothingness can hide His essence. This privilege is reserved only for a few 
millimeter thick eyelid. 

Freedom to defy Him was too lethal a weapon to be given to just any 
creation. Only man was worthy enough for the gift of ultimate choice of 
“whether to accept Him or reject Him”. For human beings the journey 
starts with exercising will through dropping their eyelids (La ilaha — There is 
no god) and reaches the zenith of comprehension through re-opening them 
towards eternal light (illAllah — But God). 
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Wonderstruck 


1 was not surprised when heard about a man in India who worked day 
and night for twenty two years equipped only with a hammer and chisel and 
thrashed a whole mountain to create a pass for the love of his wife. 

I was smiling calmly when they were telling me the story of a young 
drifter who reached a city with money hardly adequate to buy food for a 
week and in a span of few decades became rich enough to buy the whole 
city. 

I was not wonderstruck when I saw a robot collecting information from 
the surface of mars twenty five million kilometers from earth. 

But I am stunned, completely speechless when I think about a man who 
manages to waste his life for nothing in a realm where springs of 
possibilities are gushing forth from every pore of this world. 
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Fear 


Your dread is absurd; your fear has no rationality 

Fear should be between friends.lest they leave you 

Fear should be in your home.lest you’ll be evicted 

Fear suits diamond necklace.lest to be broken and shattered 

Fear is something you confront on Mount Everest.lest to be 

thrown down miles below 

In the town of ghosts, who needs to be scared? What are you going to lose 
in the middle of wilderness ? The diamond trapped in the cold walls of a 
mine has nowhere worse to go? Where can we fall from the depths of the 
abyss? 
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The Great Sailor 


In ocean there are waves 
As high as the tower of Paris 
We sailors even don’t pretend to climb 
We sailors are happy to survive and recline 

In ocean there are distances 
Stretched callously like the thirst of desert 
We sailors are no dreamers to surmount 
We sailor are thankful for every breath that counts 

In ocean there are beasts and mysteries 
Bigger than boat and our lives combined 
We sailors are no warriors, no explorers to strive 
We sailors take off our hats and in peace we pass by 

In ocean there is death and catastrophes unbound 
No greatness in surviving what merely is fate frowned 
We sailors hail him the greatest of all 
Who cannot be drowned in his heart, the greatest pitfall 
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Rainbow cloud 

He saw that rainbow cloud for the first time while he was juggling 
between driving, listening to some self-improvement book, eating a 
sandwich and fighting the mounting frustration of getting late again. 

It was no ordinary cloud. It was sloping down on the horizon like the 
woman leaning on her balcony to see the parade. It was sweet, extremely 
indulging like that unique Halva that his grandma used to make with seven 

different ingredients.all sweet but with different shades and 

intensities making it a treat for senses. And it was fluid like the work of a 
child ...evolving splendor out of nothing and dissolving ruthlessly like it 
never mattered at all. 

He stopped the car on the roadside and the same instant there was a 
totally different world in front of him. There was not a single cloud in 

sight.Just blue sky floating on the blue sky from the top of his 

head to the horizon. 

Was there an entirely different sky to bless the travelers or was the cloud 
just a figment of his imagination? He might never answer that question 
conclusively but with a hope he went back to the road. In a short while the 
car was moving again with an exuberant speed and here it was again. Right 

before his eyes.like some mischievous boy copiously determined 

to wrap his hide & seek around him. And then it happened again and again. 
Whenever he stopped the car the cloud hid somewhere and the minute he 
came back to the highway it recurred. 

People are still saying that it was an accident. Probably it was an accident 
because someone took his eyes from the fast lane in order to view that 
rainbow cloud with the attention its beauty entailed. He started looking at a 
path that was not going anywhere. Probably this accident could’ve been 
avoided if he just ignored that cloud and focused his sight on the concrete 

road.I don’t know why but it seems if he done that then it 

would’ve been a greater accident. 
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Our toys and us 


We don’t become wiser with life, only our toys become smarter and 
expensive and more intricate. 
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Death of my choice 

Like the sand pouring through the fingers, your cities will be lost in the 
squall of time. Like the mud on the windscreen, your ideas will be wiped 
out from the surface of human conscious. Barbarians will destroy your art, 
ordinaries will pollute your language, soulless will crowd your sanctuaries 

and even love.your precious love will flee on the first whisper of 

death. The ruthless time will not let you leave even a single imprint of your 
memory. With a callous sound of a trumpet alone your whole world will be 
wrapped up like it never existed. 

The immortality is not leaving your footprints in this ungrateful 
manifestation of nothingness but taking these reveries with you and making 

them a part of your soul structure.The soul that will live forever. I 

don’t know what will happen to the world? Whether it will end in fire or ice 
or some thermodynamic equilibrium but all I know is that it will survive in 

your soul.The world will survive; the whole world with its beauty, 

kindness, love and the follies of greed, lust and pride. 
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To become someone special 


I was real and ordinary in a world full of beings like me. In the light of 
your love and in the light of your love alone I realized who am I? I was not 
real and my entire existence was nothing but a possibility striving to become 
someone special. 
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Moving away from love 

The world is not vast enough to move away from love. 
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The great slumber 

I am an ordinary man; incapable of making an iota of difference on the 
mammoth canvas of this life. But when I see unimaginably grandiose forces 
like religion, love, traditions and institutions all singing Lullabies to my ears 
then for a moment I become curious of why they don’t want me to wake 
up? Maybe I am with all my triviality still able to make a difference. 
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Entangled in death 

Death descends like a compassionate savior on the ones entangled in 

life.trapped between the dreadful threads of breath, bread and beliefs. 

But there is no respite for the ones entangled in death. 

Beyond the death of the body there awaits another death..Just on 

the edges of this no man’s land that the soul has to cross. This unfortunate 
place stands like a swamp between the man and its creator. An unfortunate 
place it is to be and an unfortunate spectacle it is to be. 

In this strange world there lies an impenetrable jungle of strings, threads 
and ropes. All made out of our unfulfilled desires, enraged emotions, 
malicious words and overdue debts. It is their destiny to entangle there till 
eternity. No death will reach out to them. There is no respite from this 
torment. 

The only escape is the choice to fall back to earth in a new body and 
start afresh the whole new leap that can take them away in the arms of their 
second death (But who knows it will put them even further down in the 
trench). Or maybe to wait for a heart of gold to set them free through its 
selfless prayer and kindness and love. 
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Secret of happiness 

How can someone be happy in the prison camps of Siberia while 
another one remains restless even in his luxurious penthouse? 

Happiness doesn’t emerge from the accumulation of valuables but 
finding one thing that you can really cherish and love and enjoy. All you 
need is just one thing. Make that thing your island amidst the cruel sea of 
inescapable reality and you’ll survive. 

And this one thing, I assure you, is present around each one of us. It 
could be a beloved, a dream, a bird, a song or just a hole in your prison 

cell.anything. Look around and if you are able to find only one 

thing that you can enjoy then you are blessed; one thing and you will be 
able to see the reflection of the immense benevolence of your Lord; one 
thing and the entire darkness of the underworlds will not be able to 
surmount that light. 
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A floating equation 

If you want to escape death then scratch away the naiVe idea of your 
birth. 

You will be consumed by worms if you are a body; you will forever 
remain an incomprehensible jargon if you are a soul; you’ll be wiped out 
ruthlessly by time if you are the building you’ve erected; your reminisce will 
be just a bashful smile on an age of folly if you are love; even your memory 
will be out of style if you are the songs you sing. 

You are a floating equation on the conscience of time.Equation 

whose destiny is to drift around this universe and time and people and 
caves and birds and bees to seek its balancing factor. As long as this quest 
continues you are alive; doesn’t matter how many deaths your body, your 
spirit, your mind, your world or your entire universe might undergo. 
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Endless paths, weary traveler and the wings 

of Love 

Eagle ascended to that mountain in a single flight that meant a week and 
thousand lashes for the donkey. 
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Real history of humanity 

My body will be decomposed in weeks after my demise; My grave will 
not be able to survive the monstrous expansion of this city for more than a 
decade; My linage will perish in a generation or two in the mist of some 
senseless sexual orientation crises; my works died of a natural death even 
during my life (though I carried that carcass shamelessly till my last breath). 

But something of me will actually survive. There is a boundary on the 
fabric of space and time that no other entity can break in. There was a gust 
of wind that was halted solely by my face; there was a dog that could not 
bite an old lady because I was standing there, there was a drunkard who was 
beaten ruthlessly because he dared to flirt with my girlfriend. Just by being 
alive I captured a permanent spot in the immortal history of this world. 

Time will come when the kings will fall and they will write the authentic 

and untrammeled history of us.the forgotten ones and I have already 

reserved my spot in this real account of human endeavor to comprehend 
the incomprehensible. 
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Elixir of wisdom and serenity 

The final verdict will not be on the gleaming trail that your body took 
but on the thorny shrubberies where your shadow is slithering along? 

You’ll not be asked about the drinks you had but the drops you spared 
to slake someone else’s thirst. You’ll not be judged on the places you’ve 
visited but how many sites got noticed only because of you. No one really 
cares how much knowledge you’ve accumulated but the importance is of 
the wisdom that is brimming over to your fellows. 

The story of our body is perplexing, incomprehensible, mind-boggling, a 
complete mess but read this inscription with the stories that its shadow 
create on the world around and you’ll taste the elixir of wisdom and serenity 
once only granted to gods. 
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World woven in heaven and hell 


When a diamond is being thrown in fire then the task is not to cool 
down the blaze but to hold its essence as long as possible and prove that it 
is worth every penny of its exuberant price. 

A soul is not sent to transform this world into heaven (which it will 
never be able to do as the reality of this world is woven in deception 
through the dual fabrics of heaven and hell) but to suffer the insufferable 
and to still retain that divine breath as its essence. 
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I'm you.only separated by the path we 

took 


God only created one human being. We are the manifestations of that 
wonderful phenomenon separated by time and space only. 

When we admire someone then we regard nothing but the 

path.path that transforms them into enchanting poets, flamboyant 

orators, invincible gladiators or sagacious statesmen. When we feel disgust 
then we actually are seeing our faces in those miserable folks rotting in jails, 
sheltering in the intoxicating illusion of drugs or been stoned to death by 
the mob just because they dared to think. 
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History has streamed between us 

I was thrown in the scorching heat of poverty, shadows of ruthless 

famines and exploitation of centuries.pardon me of not indulging in the 

finer pursuits of life like you. 

History has streamed between us mercilessly with decapitated corpses, 
rivers of blood and debris of my dreams and still you want me to sing 
“Amazing Grace” with the poise only apt for the wretched souls like you. 

History has streamed between us and I feel so rotten and horrid 
breathing among the infinite display of mocking mirrors like you. I have no 
option but to blow the trumpet of the final batde and destroy every other 
version of myself that can still dare to smile in this unfortunate world. 

I will destroy you and with you every other mirror that will show me my 
face with a different possibility of path, an alternative past. Somewhere 
deep in the heap of these broken mirrors I still dream to find my solace for 
a night. A solace in the arms of a night is all I left with in this dreamless 
world of mine. 
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We belong to beauty 


If you cannot become a flower with its enchanting fragrance and 
iridescent colors than at least be a bird that celebrates its beauty or the 
winds that takes its scent to places or the dew that dies to slake its thirst. 
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Solitude rising 


How naive I was in hoping to grow old with you. Would it really have 
been any different if you were reclining here woefully with me as well? 
Growing old is becoming alone in itself. 
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We grow up in dreams 

Children do not grow up to become clerks, coal miners, prostitutes or 
terrorists. Without dreams evolution would’ve halted by now. Without 
dreams even the life itself would’ve refused to sprout towards the shameful 
realization of human potential we are so accustomed to know as the world 
around us. 

We grow up in dreams. We grow up in a world of books and songs and 
love and rest of the efficacious illusions. We grow up to become something 
more than a human being. What does it matters if each one of us has to let 
it go on some crossroad of our lives. By that time we will gain enough 
inertia to move ahead at least for a span of one life and the dazzling veil of 
dreams will be our inheritance for the eyes struggling to be opened for the 
very first time. 
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Who needs a teacher now? 


The Great deceiver is entitled to whisper the tune that defines an epoch. 
The students of antiquity were flocking on the doors of distinguished 
teachers just to master the art of defying this treacherous melody. Who 
needs a teacher now when all everyone desires is a trainer who can prepare 
and perfect them in dancing on the devious tunes of time. 
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Love will not change a things 

Love will not change even a single thing around you but it will 
transform you into something you can never even imagine. 

Nature will remain nature.ghastly indifferent yet illustrious 

disposer of anything remotely associated with kindness. Angels will remain 
hidden smiling on our trivial mischiefs and delusional modes of praying to 
the God of simplicity. Your neighbor will remain inquisitive, malicious and 
stubborn and his dog will continue to bark all night long with no apparent 
incitement at all. Your roof will drip with the first splash of monsoon rain 
and will never cease till the season itself is over. Your children will still cry 
for things you will not be able to buy. Your wife will still fight on spilled 
glass of milk or something even more trivial than this. Your aging body will 
keep haunting you with diseases undiscovered and you’ll be oscillating on 
the whims of inexperienced doctors and shrewd nurses. 

The world will remain as it is but through the magic of love your sight 
will respond only to the light, goodness, beauty and happiness. Love will 
not change even a single thing around you but it will transform you into 
someone that can experience things on an unequivocally elevated level. 
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The story of evolution 


Birds are the descendants of eccentrics who jumped off the cliff 
following an unachievable dream and stones are the reminiscence of the 
ones stayed behind. 
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If you wish to reach end of the world 


If you wish to reach end of the world then better not tread at all. The 
farthest point in this planet is right behind you. 
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Slaves of Seven Snares 


Life takes its first breath in the snare of material world rushing towards 
its feeble body like a charging pack of wolves. The illusion of this brutal 
reality is so overwhelming that the soul has no choice but to weave a sheath 
from its enchanting fibers to become a fleeting grave till the time of its 
natural retreat. 

Shuns behind the disgraceful walls of captivity, life comes across to the 

next challenge.the trap of dreams. Dream to understand, to achieve, to 

acquire, to love and to be loved. There is no respite for life even in the 
depths of humiliation; a plant even hanging invertedly will bent, twist and 
transform its entire body but cannot resist sprouting towards a sky 
unachievable. 

To deepen the mystery, to enhance the misery the trap of hope descends 
on the dreamy eyes of the unfortunate prisoners. Ahh! Agony of the 
flighdess wings only good for nothing more than to wrap their bodies like a 
shroud. 

Ego is another deception ready to pick up the ones who seeped their 
way out of the traps. Like a grouchy old wizard, it turns your entire 
landscape into a strange wonderland where shadows exist without any 
object and are growing like weeds and roaming unopposed like the 
powerful hurricanes and snatching your horizon like a bunch of 
skyscrapers. 

Fifth trap is self. Who needs a savior now to rescue us from this world 

when this world can rescue us even from the wrath of God.Not 

forever, maybe for a limited time but being the myopic creatures we are 
what better is expected from us but to choose the worst. “Verily man is in 
loss”. 

Beyond the maze of existence there lays a silent trap named 

Salvation.Ready to extract even the last traces of fire still survived in 

our hearts. 

Seventh and the final trap is death. What should I say about the 
absurdity of the idea of death? How to die when you were never born? A 
gentle breeze stirred you from a slumber and filled your vision with flowers, 
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rainbows, singing crickets, birds, clouds and millions of other colors. You 
smiled and thanked and closed your eyes again to absorb every drop of this 

vision. And you open your eyes again to be a different soul.not 

because some reincarnation but only because you have absorbed the 
essence of beauty and kindness and knowledge in thirsty pores of your 
immortal soul. 
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Intruder 


We were not flung into this heartless material world but it was the world 
that slowly sneaked in in our thought realm. 
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A bird has to sing 

A bird has to sing. It doesn’t really matter if the crowd is giving 
attention or not. It doesn’t really matter if there is even anyone around or 
not. 

A bird has to sing unfailingly because he is not crooning it for them. He 

is singing it for his soulmate only. The one thrown into the grand 

labyrinth of life and this song is the only thread that is holding her from 
becoming lost forever. 
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To snatch our destiny 


In the end every life comes down to one inescapable choice i.e. Whether 
to stay by the shore and be content on whatever mighty ocean will bring for 
us or jump right through the hurricane towards unfathomable depths and 
snatch our destiny from its jaws. 
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We travel on dreams 


We don’t travel on the stony pathways, verdant grasslands, asphalt roads 
or arduous waterways but on the dreams of the destination. 
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Beyond the illusion of "the path" 

Does a mother really care whether you are married to Olivia, Sally or 
Beatrice as long as you are happy? Does a teacher really care whether you 
spend hours cramming through the books or just enjoying the gift of genius 
as long as you are doing well in examination? Does a society really care 
whether you become doctor, engineer or a chef as long as you are 
successful? Why should God be any different regarding the path you’ll take 
as long as you are treading towards Him? 

Beyond the illusion of “The Path” there lies a mighty stream forever 
moving towards that supreme ocean of blessedness. 


119 



ASAD ALI 


I am happy because 

I am happy not because I have everything to enjoy but because I can 
enjoy everything I have. 
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Moth and the men of god 

Men of God are from the moth tribe destined to seek the blessed flame. 
They don’t worry about hunger, pain, hardships or even death. Their only 
fear is to be trapped in that ruthless moment of deception which is forever 
streaming towards the infinite breaths of misery and loneliness in the 
darkness unbound. 

Like Moth, life of men of God is nothing but a beautiful balance 
between the desire to love and desire to know. Love pulls them incessandy 
towards that inescapable splendor with a mighty force but a desire to know 
will keep them circling around it for a term appointed by the supreme 
timekeeper. 
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If you ask a sheep, shepherd is no different 
than the butcher 

Behind the illusion of Good and Evil, there flows a sacred stream 
through the compassionate face of shepherd and the bloody hands of the 

merciless butcher.Stream pushing every single sheep of the herd 

towards the cooking pot of man. 
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A new covenant 

In the night the city comes alive.More alive than the sonnets of 

Shakespeare, symphonies of Beethoven, paintings of Picasso or the 
sculptures of Michelangelo. In the night there are moments where I can still 
believe the unfathomable potential of human life. In those moments (and in 
those moments alone) I am like an artist with his studio full of colors, 
canvases, chisels, piano, papers and a bursting zeal to create. In those 
moments everything seems possible, within reach, extremely real like those 
twinkling stars may be (I will not indulge into the discussion whether, in the 
wake of impossible distances between us, we can ever be sure about their 
reality or not? To me it is enough that they are right in front of me. Why to 
question the obvious? Why to be greedy? Why always try to seek something 
more than what we already have? Why to know more than we can bear?). 

But with the first ray of sun, this city transforms back into the cold 
monster it really is. Everything is fixed again; already shaped to perfection. 
It’s nothing an artist can do in this city except probably to enjoy the 
mindless festivity and sensual pleasures while floating aimlessly towards the 
drainage of time. 

1 could have been content with my meager contribution and with the 
little thrill this joy ride (or should I write sorrow ride) is providing. After all 
I have seen humanity indulging in impossible compromises everywhere. I 
have seen a smile on a face of a paralyzed boy who will never move his 
body again; 1 have seen farmers dancing all night in wedding parties 
expenses of which can’t even be paid by years of their hard labor; I’ve heard 
songs by the prisoners waiting the inevitable in their death row cells. 

Yes, I would have lived a content and happy life too, only if I never saw 

that dream.The dream which was alive under the shadows of this 

schematic absurdity of life; The dream which is supposed to be giving 
meaning to all this chaos; The dream which made me worm and alive 
during the millions of years of evolution. 

I had that dream, when I was living passively inside tropical swamps; I 
had that dream when I was building that great wall of China to protect my 
children and way of life from barbarians; I had that dream when I was 
suffocating in the busy subways of New York to reach my office; I had that 
dream all along and the day when even this dream was threatened to 
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annihilate. 

I couldn’t sleep after that. I had already suffered unimaginable pains in 
my life but there is nothing like the shattering of this dream. 

There were times in the past too, when I had doubts about putting my 
trust blindly to the proponents of civilization. But those were on petty 
misunderstandings, small misconceptions and bearable exploitation 
compared to the situation where the whole existence of me and my dreams 
is in Jeopardy. 1 felt myself not obliged to obey anymore. 

I will throw this old covenant between us in the ashes of history (where 

it belongs) and dare to write a new one.A new covenant which will 

bring the entire proposition upfront, so that I can choose. There will be no 
passive submission to any of your adventures till we are agreed on the 
outcome. This means that you will not get armies of heartless and 
thoughtless soldiers to wander into deserts and oceans for you glory; this 
means that we will not sacrifice hundreds of thousands of lives only 
because you like to be buried in some pyramid; This means that you’ll not 
find blind and deaf voters to sanctify your madness. 

I want to renegotiate the terms not because multitude is unaware of its 
clauses (they had been unaware throughout the history and mostly have no 
intention to change it now either). I want to redefine it because the scenario 
has changed dramatically. Two powerful currents of history are converging 
at some point in future to create a mammoth storm. A storm so severe that 
it will wash away everything we care for (including ourselves) towards the 
drainage of time. One of which is the advancement in the field of science 
and technology to the level that humanity is capable of destroying life as a 
whole from the face of earth and the other one is the inertia in the realm of 
ideas to the level that people are announcing the “End of history”. 

I am not sure whether we can still evade this seemingly unavoidable 
catastrophe. But just before this mighty clash at least once we are entitled to 
open our eyes and try to understand the rationale of our last batde. 
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Until you die a thousand lives 


You will not understand a single shred of His essence until you live and 
suffer and die a thousand lives. 
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The corpse between us 

I know you are very kind, compassionate and drenched with reason and 
wisdom. I know you are just trying to make me understand a complex 
situation that my primitive and morality infected brain is not really ready to 
comprehend at the moment. I know that you are trying to honor the better 
good, the bigger picture and if in the process worthless creatures like us will 
be rounded off then we should show nothing less than gratitude. 

I am also aware how easy it is for you to extract life from me and the 

inhabitants of my entire city.And even with all this might if you 

still permit me to live (or should I write slither because that is what a worm 
can do at most) then world should appreciate your patience. 1 know that 
you are the God of this small world of mine. 

I will not make any scene when your police will drag me out from my 
dwelling to a dungeon unknown. I will not even object when your courts 
will suffocate me in the attire of laws. I’ll not shed any tear when your jails 
will extract even the last reminisces of life from my lifeless body. And I’ll 
remain quite, very quiet even in that ominous moment so that my 
executioner can hear the feeble sound of my breaking neck and can claim 
his reward with clear conscience. 

1 will keep quite because now the dialogue has ended. From this point 

onwards whenever we meet (And I’ll meet you everywhere.on corner 

of every street, in the beautiful eyes of your own son, in the putrid 
aftertastes of your expensive caviars and signature wines, in the love you 
fake and till the shadow of hope you will never be able to make) there will 

always be a corpse between us.Fresh, blood stained, mutilated 

corpse. You will be looking for ways to commence dialogue with me; You 
will want to give me rationale right from the sacred springs of religion, 
ethics and reason itself; You will try to highlight the progress of humanity 
through the stairs you’ve made (Conveniently ignoring the fact that those 
stairs were made through the bodies of my forefathers); You’ll bring that 
infallible logic that you perfect in the thousands of years of 

evolution.but corpses don’t speak and even when they speak they 

speak in the form of heart shattering and soul crushing screams. 

We will never be able to have a dialogue now. From East will rise the 
black, frail, filthy, chained bodies of the poor and humiliated. So many 
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bodies that your jails will be filled; Your judges will be tired of writing 
execution orders; Your policemen will be exhausted by beating them on 
streets. But they will not stop. Those hands will keep hovering towards the 
little paradise you’ve created for yourself. You will scream for a dialogue, 
you’ll beg forgiveness for the sake of your innocent children, you’ll scare 
them with the wrath of God but they will not stop. 

From this day onwards whenever we’ll sit for a dialogue there will 
always be a corpse between us. 
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Why you want to fly 

If what you are seeking is sustenance then look for your master no one 

other than the crow.The creature who undergoes humiliation and 

foregoes its flight; The one being pushed and rammed and cursed but keeps 
hovering all day in the vicinity of food. 

You need not to seek path of the eagle if your sole desire is sustenance. 
The path of the eagle (glorious it may seem) is a path of a solitary flight up 
so high that the food and with it the entire earth carrying that food melts 
into a mist of insignificance. 
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A mouse trapped in a tornado 

A mouse trapped in a tornado can outpace even the fastest of eagles. 
The frog floating down the mighty currents of a river might laugh on the 
fish trying to survive near the banks. Even the soldier is walking with grace 
and poise in an Army parade that cowardly concealed himself amidst the 
corpses of his fellow fighters during the battle. 

How meaningless is this flight of the mouse, lurching frog and delusion 
of the soldier? 

If only I can tell them about reaching destinations those are not yours is 
equally futile as getting lost somewhere on the path. Floating on the surface 
of river with an inescapable force will surely take something from us to the 
sea but would it really be “Us”? What good it will be to become part of the 
mystery of sea if our creation is just to quench the thirst of a desert cactus? 
What will we do by becoming a celebrity, an idol for millions of screaming 
girls if our real place is on the bedside of a disable child who somehow feels 
like dancing after hearing our song? Why will we write big books (read by 
many understood by few and felt by none) while our job was to give only 
this simple message to a dying old man that God loves him? 
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A life full of achievements and success 

A life full of achievements and success can be and has been summed up 
in few pages, couple of chapters or at most in a book. But you need 
libraries and libraries of volumes even to do justice to a feeling of one night 
roaming with the shimmering moon floating on the icy wind or a single 
glance on the glaring face of your beloved. 

Quit dancing on the lifeless mantras of accomplishments and dive 
towards immense freedom waiting to be explored in the endless ocean of 
life. 

World was created to manifest His mighty essence. Do not wish for the 
veil to be lifted but make your desire strong enough to witness His 
reflection in every grain of sand, every drop of water, every facet of life. 
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A fairy in the heart of a puppet 

A strange musk evoked a dream in the eyes of a fairy residing deep in a 
puppet’s heart. Dream to fly back towards the endless voyages of sky where 
she truly belonged. 

She kissed on his forehead and flew away. The puppet fell not from 
grief or frailty but from the absence of the very reason to stand. His lifeless 
body was taken away by grieving puppets still mantle around their fairies. 

Amidst the chanting of holy hymns, a sacred fire will transform his 

forsaken body into molten clay.ready to take the shape of a new 

puppet, ready to weave a new hope to entice some fairy in descending for a 
moment or two during her eternal voyage among stars. 
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Nirvana 


What if Nirvana is not an endless state of awakening and enlightenment? 
What if Nirvana merely comes in moments? 

Special moments, where we lose ourselves in the stream of life.A 

moment where we poured a glass of water in our parched throat, 
mesmerized by a glorious fresco, speechless in the presence of a beautiful 
woman or just immersed in the life rolling on fifth Ave. 

May be nirvana is just the realization of the existence of these special 
moments where nothing flows in ourselves except a gratitude for the 
moment itself. 
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Here lived a light once 

It is a hot and sweaty August night. I can still feel the presence of hundreds 
of moths just outside my rusty window. Mesmerized like a theatre 

audience.refusing to come to reality even after the lights are 

turned on; Frozen in time amidst people picking up empty cans and half- 
finished popcorn bags. 

How should I tell them to move away as there is no light here? Maybe 

merely a shadow of some bygone light..Just an old house; a 

decaying wooden door where someone engraved with knife 

“Here lived the light once 
Here flowed the life once” 

Go away before the coldness emerging from this light will freeze you to 
death. The lap of darkness surely will be kindlier than this. 
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To caress down a dream 


I am awake to caress down a dream to sleep 
unleashed will not let me sleep for the rest of my life. 


A dream if 
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Love is what my God does 

He is a master illusionist cloaking in myriad veils of lights and darkness. 
If you go out to seek Him then the whole life and the lives of generations 
to come will pass by in a perpetual wait and if you want to conceal from 
Him then you’ll find Him smiling around the comer of your street like there 
never was any distance. 

We will be sawed into pieces while alive and will be burned on stake 

with the entire family.But in return He will not except anything 

less than unblemished gratitude. 

The claimant of His love should realize that He is indifferent. Try filling 
up His street with flowers and pearls and soul shattering music and He 
might not find you worthy enough to even open a window. Your life long 
achievements, your eyes drenched with prayers, gloomy clouds of your 

sacrifices.do not even give you the right to be forgiven. And the 

glance of His love is something you are not entided even to dream about. 

He gives life in truth. He takes life in truth. If He grants heaven to the 
vilest of the sinners in the world then it is truth and if He opens the gate of 
hell for the one who lived a miserable life in poverty amidst stern belief and 
goodness in his heart then it is truth as well. Don’t ponder on the nature of 

right, truth or love.right is what my Lord extends to you, truth is 

what my Lord speaks and Love is what my Lord does. 

And those who are summoning brazenly for the justice should be 
admonished because if only a single droplet of His justice would’ve been 
descended on the sky of this world then not even a single entity would’ve 
been breathing by now. Worthless creatures like us cannot see justice from 
the thick veils of our lecherous desires? Justice is only what my Lord does. 

When our three year’s old son dies because we were unable to purchase 
his medicine then it is absolute justice and when someone is bailed out of 
the death trial because his father was able to buy system then it is justice as 
well.Don’t ask me about justice. Justice is only what my Lord does. 

And in this world is there anything that my Lord doesn’t do? 

When it is told that life of this world is goods and chattels of deception 
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then how can an eye sees a sun as sun, how can an ear hears the wind as 
wind or how can a hand touches a bird as bird? It is poindess to wonder 
about the nature of oceans or edifices or people when even I am not I. 
Who knows that in a big game we are mere puppets? We can dance our 
hearts out, can sing immortal songs, can play our roles seamlessly as per the 

script but. the moment theatre lights will be turned off, we will be 

again thrown into the dark box in such a fashion that the enemies during 
the act will be embracing each other all night; in a way that the crown of the 
king will be on feet of the peasant all night. 

And we insignificant maggots lurching in the rotting pond of deception 

talk about justice and rights and love.There is no justice but what 

He unveils, there is no right but what He extends, there is no love but what 
He does. If you have the power to go beyond His world whose every fabric 
is knitted in His blessed love and justice then surely do it but if you fail (and 
you are bound to fail) then bow down in front of His justice like it is apt to 
bow down and feel His love the way it is meant to be felt. 
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Nothingness of mundane existence 


The real power of Art is not its form, genre, medium, style or the 
subject it is portraying. The real power of Art is its ability to extend a bridge 
over the nothingness of mundane existence towards a higher dimension 
where we truly are privileged to exist. 
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Shepherd lamb and wolf 

The shepherd firmly bolted the door of his barn and faded into the arms 
of darkness with only a staff in his hands. Stumbling upon ruthless stones, 
struggling through thorny bushes; he is juggling across treacherous trails in 
search of a lost lamb. He is not risking his life for just a sluggish little 
chump. His barn is full with hundreds of others like her. He is going on this 
perilous journey only because he knows too well the unfortunate destiny of 
those left behind. 

The lamb did find a reasonable shelter behind a rock where it could hide 
easily for one night. But she left her safe heaven and started roaming 
around along the narrow mountain pathways amidst the presence of 
fearsome wolf lurking close by. She is doing this impossible feat because 
she cannot stand the idea of shepherd wandering dangerously in this 
wilderness just to rescue her. 

And the wolf that smelled the presence of a lost lamb at the dawn of 
that very evening left his den. He was moving masterfully on the rocky 
tracks and in sharp intervals breaking the blanket of silence with his 
terrifying howl. To him he is honoring his lust for prey but in reality with 
every step he takes he is becoming a part of an immortal love story. 
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Sanctity of the words 

The void that cloaks vision once we close our eyelids has no comparison 
to the darkness abound. The solitude lurking behind closed doors shouldn’t 
be mistaken as the ferocious monster called loneliness. What comparison is 
of the seekers of antiquity to the modern man whose quest even for God is 
not going beyond google search. 

This new world of ours has delivered us glaring garlands of knowledge 
but it took away the sanctity of the word. 
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Your world is not big enough for my dreams 

Here goes your love; take back your wisdom; farewell to happiness. 
Your world is not big enough for my dreams. 

Let me catch my breath.A moment’s respite just on the edges of 

my sanity. Let me just see the world from an eye not blurred from the 
shadows of your world.my prison. 

I hear terrible howling from the woods but am void of any fear. Am I 

their prey or one of them.a wolf among wolves? Let me sit for a 

while on the edges of your world and decide. 
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Fog from the eternal breath 

Beyond the herd entangled in the sensual pleasures of reality there are 
the conscious ones who know that they are nothing but stories. Mere 
characters who die to evoke tears, humiliate themselves to spur a laugh and 
sing their hearts out to console souls. 

Then there are the awakened ones who realize that they are not mere 

stories but the storytellers themselves.weaving their own act from 

the fabric of good and evil; carving their masterpiece on the callous mirror 
of nothingness only through the residuals of the fog from the Eternal 
Breath. 

But the true rarity is a niche who realized that they are the audience as 
well. All this melodrama, storytelling, dancing on the impossible tunes of 
excellence is only meant to entertain, teach, awe and surprise 
themselves.A feat not possible for mundane souls. 
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We choose path not the destiny 

Destiny is not the treasure hidden in some far off land. It is the bird that 
hovers over your head all the time. 

Only the fools think that they can choose destiny while the wise knows 

that his dominion merely encompasses the path.The path that was 

misunderstood as a medium to take one from point A to B. The whole 
purpose of the path is to provide an experience so intense that it can 
transform people into a deeper and more profound version of themselves. 
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Heart that Loved Once 


In love there is no loss even if the very last droplet of your beloved’s vision 
is being snatched. In love it matters not if they have taken away the very 
fragrance from every flower around you, stole colors from every single 
butterfly or seized the melody from every little bird that sings. In love it will 
be worth every single breath you take even in the wilderness of 
obliviousness with not even a memory to lean on. 

In love there only is triumph because it always leaves the most precious 

thing behind.A heart that loved once. With this heart you can 

create an entire new world even imagination of which was not bestowed to 
any soul on the face of this earth; With this chisel the entire mountain of 
dead stones can be transformed into masterpieces unparalleled to anything 
human eye has witnessed; With the mystical blessing of this love even a 
shepherd can overthrow the rule of a mighty king; In the pieces of this 
broken mirror and in the pieces of this broken mirror alone you can even 
see the unseeable, the reflection of God. 

For the beloved, love is nothing but a sweet song that makes this travel 
somewhat tolerable but to the Lover it gives angelic wings destined to 
humiliate even the vastest of the distances in this extravaganza of time and 
space. 
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The illusion of separateness 


You gave me conscious and thus the illusion of separateness was 
created. How many rivers of tears I have to shed, how many oceans of 
blood I have to cross, how many scorching deaths this mortal body has to 
undergo to sluice down this deception? 
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Your real name 


Should I give you the money that disseminates misery on the landscapes 

of lives from the time immemorial or should I teach you to love.Love 

that nurtures every living creature on the face of this earth. 

Should I give you the knowledge and take you up high where others 
starting to look like worms or should I acquaint you with wisdom through 

which you can bring the higher world down to them.To live like a 

worm among worms but the one that can weave benevolence of creator 
into the dreams of worms. 

Should I give you the fame that corrupts and kills and frustrates or 
should I take you to the solitude of your heart where silence is so profound 

that you can actually hear Him whispering.calling your name, your real 

Name. 
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Artists trapped in the shadow of art 

A herd of fervent artists kept running after expensive schools, 
sophisticated trappings, securing critics’ sympathies, procuring gallery time, 
ensuring media buzz while the starving dreamers are creating masterpieces 
in their suffocating apartments and the shepherd boys are making heavenly 
images on sand through their bare hands. 
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World melting in a Divine smile 


They say the world will end in thunder, blaze and the lethal melodies 
emerging from the archangel’s trumpet but I see it halting, relaxing and 
melting in a Divine smile. 
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Love to the one beyond existence 

Love to unknown, unseen, beyond perception will always remain a 
mystery unless it emerges from the gratitude of love we experience in 
existence. 

From the dewdrops singing through absolute silence to incessant 
rambling of the shrewd ravens, From the sweet touch of a mother’s palm to 

the bloodthirsty sword of your murderer.LTntil you find love in 

every shade of existence, Love of the One beyond existence will forever 
remain a mystery. 
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The fleeting respite we love to call life 

Time is marching from the ocean of stygian darkness towards the mist 
of glimmering light. The fleeting respite we love to call life is just to prepare 
our ethereal eyes for this transition. 
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A game of shadows 

What if we are not thrown into a rigid material realm but are born in a 
fluid thought world? A world of our own; a very private world for each one 
of us. A world where we are not just the fuel that keeps the callous wheel of 
evolution moving but a powerful creation entided to live on its own. A 
world where we can produce an entire universe out of nothing and share 
the privilege of creation only open to God Himself. A world worthy 
enough to be judged as the magnum opus of the most gifted creator called 
man. 

And there will be shadows of these mighty thought worlds hovering on 
the surface of time and will be considered as real for the myopic sights. This 
world of shadows is rigid, illogical, heardess and unintelligible. But who said 
that it is meant to be comprehensible? On the street, multiple shadows fall 
through the windows of houses. These shadows have patterns, an objective 
reality that any sane person can swear about but they have no story. They 
are just jumbled up reflections of stories that are playing magnificently 
behind these windows. 

Real batdeground is only in our minds, in our thoughts, in our dreams, 
in us. Anything beyond that is just a byproduct; nothing more than a glaring 
spectacle of the intertwining shadows dancing on a tune incomprehensible. 
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Life of a droplet 


What else life of a droplet is if not to reach its ocean and experience 
rigidity of rocky waterways, intoxicating aroma of lush green fields and 
wrath of the heardess deserts in the process. 
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I'm the potential 1 hold within 

They tried to define me through the country I live in, through the religion I 
practice, through the food I eat, through the profession I hold and they 
failed miserably. They failed because I am beyond the brands I wear, 

passport I hold, epoch I belong to.I am the potential I hold within, 

I am the dream infused in the very heart of life . No matter how deep you 
sank me into the sea of your unfathomable absurdness I kept coming back 
again and again. I kept coming back because I am not the stone bound to 

abode on the seabed but a wood.wood with a destiny to float 

endlessly in this ocean and the fortune to take the entire humanity towards 
the paradise promised. 

I was complete the day I was conceived in womb of my mother and will not 
change a bit till the day I die an old man. You tried to pervade the dream of 
transformation in my soul but I will not change. It is not apt for the pigeon 
to transform itself into a hawk (which it will never be able to do anyway) 
but to be a pigeon, but to remain a pigeon but to exhibit the true colors of 
being a pigeon. The “I” remained constant but the world around “I” 
changed with every step it takes. And what is life if not to change the world 
through the potential we have? 
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The ones who tost to life 


Like animals, they lurched on food in a trance and try to put as much in 
their stomachs as possible. Their weary bodies might still get some energy 
from all this mess but the thirst of their souls is increasing every moment. 

They danced all night flaunting their exotic dresses and erotic perfumes. 
From their eyebrows trimmed to perfection to their freshly polished 
toenails, their whole body becomes a wild call for buyers. But life plays deaf 
on their pleas and every effort they make will only attract more scavengers. 

Those muscular bodies in their bullet proof vests and armored vehicles 
went ahead like a charging bull and ruined the whole city in the names of 
something great but when halted for a moment to celebrate the success 
they find nothing except a suffocating smell of rotting bodies and a 
cauldron of haunting mirth. 

The ones who lost to life don’t eat food, don’t dance, don’t 

fight.They just float in the sewage water of life towards the drainage 

of time. Don’t their movements ever deceive you as being alive. They are 
not alive as their sustenance has been taken away. We just don’t 
comprehend their death yet. 
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The Sacred Scripture 


Your crystal roads are smeared because of me. I confess that your 
sparkling walls are stained by my fingers. I am aware that my untimely 
noises are discomforting you in the middle of night. 

But I am not mortified. I have no shame in my helplessness to prevent 
oozing blood from the holes that your bullets have created. I have no 
choice but to lean against your sparkling wall to sustain stand when my 
entire life is draining out of my body. Am I supposed to consider not 
disturbing your sleep when the corpse of my boy is lying next to me? 

You might call me selfish but I only am helpless. I don’t have the sight 
that can appreciate the blessing hidden somewhere in this miserable, 
chained life. 1 don’t have the taste to enjoy the sweet melodies your 
clattering weapons are creating. 

And all this is only because I could never understand your language. 
Though I have strived my level best (like a studious but dullard student). 1 
have tried to listen and my ears couldn’t hear anything but the naked abuses 

and the roaring bullets. And these bullets.well these bullets follow 

no language at all. And if there is then tell me would you be able to hear my 
response in the same language? 

But you will never understand. You will just get scared. You will call me 
a terrorist. You’ll threaten to wipe out my entire family from the face of this 
earth. You will never understand. 

We cannot communicate without a language Sir! Law, religion, justice 
and logic can do the charm but give me at least a hint that you understand 
these languages. All I can see now are the ripped up pieces of these sacred 
documents under your feet. Give me a sign that you understand these so 
that I can come closer to you. 

And if it will not happen then we will continue to give our own logic in 
our very own languages and our eyes will keep wondering on each other 
faces to find a trace even a hint of some familiarity. 

And what will happen? The commonality between us will be nothing 
but the shrieks we make on the horrific deaths of our children. We’ll 
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continue to utter words in this unfortunate language and will hope that 
some sacred scripture will emerge from the blood of our children, from the 

ocean of this futility.A divine scripture that descended once on 

the Mount Sinai; A sacred scripture that we both can understand. 
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What if I'm not crying in vain 


What if I am not singing and crying and invoking in vain? What if 
someone did sneak silendy in my humble abode turning this meager 
existence to a larger than life extravaganza? 
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I Am Life 

What is common between the eagle, moth, hyena, snail and the giant 
squid if not the sacred mantra mounting from their hearts avowing “I Am 
Life”. 
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Flight of imperfection 

Nobody is bom perfect. Life is nothing but an extravaganza, a sheer 
display of possibilities hidden in the flight of imperfection. 
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A gift of their own 


The black cat jumped and vanished into thin air. It was standing right in 
the middle of the road and the next moment it was gone. And I was not 
alone. There were four of us on the street that day. An old Spaniard who 
smiled awkwardly like saying “So what? My life vanished into thin air as 
well.” A nun who started crossing herself with her small fingers. And a 
child who ran towards the spot immediately and started jumping like he was 
looking for some invisible hole in the air where the cat might have fell. 

From just a cat which was probably never there we all got a gift of our 

own.A strengthened belief, a bitter sip of futility, a display of magic 

and a riddle unsolvable for the rest of my natural life. 
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Dragon's hideout 


A farmer had thirty seven cows in his barn. One night he saw a strange 
dream in which a brutal dragon entered into the body of one of his cows. 
He woke up in the middle of night and went straight to the barn. He 
searched and searched from the depths of night till next evening but 
couldn’t figure out where it was. In the middle of immense frustration he 
lulled one cow but couldn’t find any traces of that dragon. He buried her 
body in a freshly dug hole and went to sleep ashamed and exhausted. 

He did the same thing for the coming thirty six nights and now he had 
only one cow left staring at him with strange kind of affection. Was it her 
love or the shadow of that heardess intruder he probably will never know? 
He was not sure of anything anymore except the fact that he needed to take 
care of this cow for the rest of his life. He could’ve killed her easily as well 
but finding dragon inside her was less ghasdy than the possibility of not 
finding it at all. Where he will find the dragon in this enormous world if he 
is not in there? It’s better to delude ourselves through a mystery than to 
confront a reality too agonizing to be endured by any human soul. 
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The Compassionate Mother 


The female Tarantula Hawk wasp captures, stings, and paralyzes the spider. 
Then it drags her prey to a safe location and lays an egg on its abdomen. 
When egg hatches, the grub creates a small hole in the spider’s abdomen, 
enters and feeds voraciously avoiding only vital organs though for as long 
as possible to ensure alive and fresh nourishment. The cycle of life moves 
on frictionlessly through the kindness of mother and instinctive survival 
compulsion of the offspring. 
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You shouldn't seek for wings 


You shouldn’t seek for wings if the desire is to reach stars. Ask for the 
vision to foresee the entangled secrets of space and time and the wisdom to 
unravel them. 
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What if there is no God? 


What if there is no God? What if you are free from the illusion of Good 
and bad? What if there is no Government to enforce any law, no society to 
preach morality, no ties of blood and tribe to stop you from any atrocity 
you want to commit? What if you are absolutely free to do whatever you 
want without any consequence of pain or loss? 

Would you then turn into a monster? Would you kill your neighbor to make 
your home bigger? Would you dare to ruin a masterpiece of art? 

Or you will remain the same? You will continue to cherish the fragrance of 
jasmine; will still be moved by flapping wings of dove; will be breathless in 
the presence of Niagara Falls; will love the smile on the face of a child; will 
protect the shivering kitten in your warm coat. 

Would you turn into a monster or remain the same? 

What if the simpletons of antiquity, unable to grasp the inherent goodness 
of man and the enigmatic sense of purpose in every single entity of the 
universe, fell down on their knees out of thankfulness and gratitude and 
name this mystery in a most eloquent way they can and thus God smilingly 
stepped into the spotlight of consciousness. 
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Finding God in the World of Deception 


God cannot be understood through His creation. World is merely an 

illusion. Love, knowledge, sacrifice.The magnanimity of your angle is 

never sufficient to grasp His reality. The greatest miracle of this universe is 
of its being logical from every possible perspective. From the Sufi master to 
the hardcore atheist everyone can rationalize his actions and this makes our 
tasks infinitely difficult. Who can measure the sanity of a dream through 
nothing but the dreamy scales, unreliable mirages? You can swim through 
an entire tumultuous ocean but if you are destined to drown in a pot of 
water then there is no escape. World is an illusion and every measure claims 
to decipher is a part of this deception itself. 

The anecdote in front of you is a deception; the writer who wandered 
across painful experiences in search of these futile words is a deception; you 
might find it a litde weird but even the reader skimming through this text in 
this very moment.“You” are an illusion as well. 

And it is not possible to find God, the absolute truth, in the world 
whose every fabric is drenched with deception. But finding God was never 
really required at the first place. God is a reward of this game and the 
players, no matter how magnificent their display of mastery is, are not 
entitled for the crown till the very end of the game. 

Very soon this game will be over and applauding crowd will descend 
into the ground. Enchanting melodies of victory will fill the air. Exuberant 
dancers will be circling across arena like wild butterflies. Carts full of gold 
and silver will be brought forward for the victorious. But all this 
celebration, jubilation is part of closing ceremony and expecting this in the 
heart of the game is absurd. 

Game is sweat, bodies soaked in mud, breaths spurting out like the 
blazing furnace. Everyone is here for the dream of triumph but if this 
dream veils their eyes then they will lose even the right to compete in this 
blessed contest. 

So the task is to weave our every dream, every desire in the hope of 
meeting God but never fail to realize that this dream is too holy to become 
reality in this meagre world of deception. 
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Cosmic Traveler 


Your pessimism, your ordinariness is not strong enough even to resist a 
glimpse of what you were before coming to this world and what you will be 
once this melodrama of life is over. 
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From Fear to Gratitude 


Evolution is not movement from one species to another or leaving one 
fragile planet to the heart of galaxies. Evolution is setting off on a sacred 

journey from one state to another.A travel from the state of 

awe, fear and ignorance to wisdom, love and immense gratitude. 
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Heaven on Earth 


People are not big or small, good or bad, stunning or dreadful. It is just 
our distance from them that makes them look that way. Traverse that 
distance and you will always be in heaven surrounded by the most 
charming, beautiful, loveable, considerate and innocent people you can 
imagine. 
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Dream Merchants 


On the debris of reality, dream merchants are erecting glorious 
platforms. Ah! the agony of an era where everyone has a dream to sell and 
there is hardly left any reality to wake up to. 
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When He speaks 


His whisper is louder than the thunder, bolder than the zephyr of 
spring, closer than the voices in your head. We don’t need to retreat to 
seclusion to hear Him. From the densest mountains of rigid materials to the 
unfathomable voids of space, there is not a single thing in universe that can 
obstruct His message. When He speaks the entire mounds of medium 
become flat like the grassland in a storm. 

He speaks and isn’t the entire universe is His conversation to us? He 
speaks and surely in an infinitely articulate fashion. He is not in need of 
similes when He is capable of showing the object in front of our vision. 
Why to use metaphor when He can bring the entire mountain range with 
snowcapped peaks and mires and thousands of species? He never is in a 
need to pause and why would He pause while even time itself is groveling 
like a dog at His feet? 

He is speaking to us incessantly through His creation. We don’t need to 
retreat to seclusion to hear Him. We only need to open ourselves and let 
the freedom of truth be absorbed not only in our skin or blood or genes 
but to our soul. 
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Grass eating Lions 


A yogi left the city life and went deep into the jungle to live in peace. 
The serenity he invoked around him created awe even among animals. They 
were curious to see a son of man who was even more animal than they ever 
were as his needs were far lower. Even an animal has to seek food and 
shelter but he was sitting peacefully like no care of the world ever touched 
his heart. They thought that he must be someone very special and they 
should go to him and learn a thing or two about life. A young gazelle 
approached him and asked shyly 

“Can you tell me who am I?” 

“You are a gazelle.A frail grazing creature whose purpose is to 

become food for lion and wolves.” 

Gazelle was perplexed and furious when he went back to his friends. 

“What is he saying? What kind of purpose of life is to become food for 
the oppressors? Why I should only live on grass and leaves? He is surely 
lying otherwise I don’t see any sense in his suggestion.” 

All the animals were nodding in agreement but an old monkey decided 
to give it another shot and he went to Yogi and asked the same question 
again 

“Can you tell me who am I?” 

“You are a monkey. You will spend your entire life in a way that your 

body will be attached to earth but will not be on earth.To suspend 

in the dream of a sky but to remain so close to earth that you can even 
smell every rotting flower that fell is your destiny.” 

Monkey was embarrassed. 

“This guy surely is a liar. On a same question he gave two different 
replies. To the same question he answered “gazelle” to you and “monkey” 
to me. I must say that this guy is even more dangerous than I thought. I 
wonder if he really is some agent of the oppressors and wants to split us” 
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Ail the animals were furious and started shouting in loud voices. Yogi 
opened his eyes and said politely 

“If you don’t like my answers why don’t you answer it yourself? 

Ail of them were confused but then a strong bull came forward and said 

“I know what the answer is. An answer that is truer and more logical 
than yours. And probably some higher power actually infused this answer in 
me as I was not aware of it before.” 

“But what is the answer” 

“Truth was always in front of us but they never let us see it. But now I 
can see very clearly that we all are lions” 

There has been a wave of joy in the animal herds. Some of them even 
started to dance with joy and Yogi was extremely confused. 

“This is the strangest thing I have ever heard. If you really are lions then 
why you eat grass?” 

The bull said firmly 

“See it is this kind of logic through which they always deceived us but 
now I can see it very clearly. It is the prejudiced system of thousands of 
years that put us in this situation but now we’ll change this. Now that we 
know the truth we’ll change everything.” 

“But how?” 

“You don’t worry. The one who brought us to this truth will take us 
further as well. You tell us if you believe on this holy message or not?” 

“What difference it will make what I think. You will continue to eat 
grass. Don’t you?” 

“If you don’t believe then we have to kill you. We have to demolish all 
the symbols of tyranny.” 

All the animals of the jungles believed on this dream and it started a 
strange union among them. They told very clearly to all the predators that if 
they cannot control their urge to eat flesh of innocent animals then they will 
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be killed and one by one they actually did wipe out these predators from the 
jungle. The rules of that jungle really were stringent. Now there are only 
herbivores alive in this jungle but nobody call them gazelle or bull or 

rabbit.They are all lions. They killed every single fool who continued 

to call them through their slave names. 
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Abolish war not for atrocity but for the 
absurdity it brings 

Much has been written about death descending upon the battlefields 
But strangest is the one that ascends from those murky realities 
Triggers like a droplet and rides on the cloud of destiny’s wings 
And pours on every city that inhabits this strange clan named man 

Along it brings the absurdity meant to be forgotten in the dumps of time 
And it brings the silhouette of death to be dwelt on the environs of life 
Along it brings the men crying with eyes parched through smelted wrath 
And smiling senselessly on the sight of splintering pieces of human flesh 
Along it brings the fear that lurks around pointlessly in concrete trenches 
And soars away like an incarcerated bird right in the heart of war 
Along it brings the slumber that resides in eyes wide open 
And awakening that shines through the deepest jungles of dreams 

If I be permitted to say only one thing; I would have cried 
“Abolish war not for atrocity but for the absurdity it brings” 
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The Girl who was Love 


Hers is the strangest version of Love I ever came across. I always thought 
that she was a great or at most a legendary actress. She was nothing more 
than an infallible impostor to me. And this could’ve been a pretty satisfying 
conclusion even for the nonconformist like me. But the more I studied her 
more confused I became. I grew up in a society where love was the most 
sacred terrain where no ordinary mortal was even allowed to enter. The few 
fortunate souls who did succeed in this feat transformed into a superhuman 
kind of entities and dwell there till eternity. 

But she was different. For her love.absolutely powerful, divine kind of 

love was as easy as having another breath, another glass of water or a good 
night sleep. Love for her was something she was gifted with. Like not 
everyone can write, paint or sing nor can everyone love. It is meant for the 
blessed souls and for others it is like translators writing volumes of 
adventurous stories without ever leaving their everyday lives. Yes the story 
is breathtaking, words are mesmerizing but there is not a shadow of spirit 
one can associate with in the entire book. 

To her it is like she was born with a mole on her upper lip and no matter 
thousand girls make the similar mole they will not be able to bring that 
attitude that naturally comes with it. She couldn’t help herself of not falling 
in love. For her there always were thousands of beginnings and never an 
end to this wonderful episode. Can anyone de-write or de-paint themselves? 
Can anywhere in life they get inspired but will not write or paint? For her it 
was as natural as that. You cannot de-love but re-love. Lovers to her came 
like characters in our stories or subjects in our paintings. Each and every 
piece of our writing or painting has an essence of our thinking in it. Each 
and every person she loves in her life shares the essence of her gift with 
them. 

She was not the girl who makes an ideal and waits for it or thinks only one 
person is enough to understand and celebrate her gift of love. Her epic love 
has thousands of shades and colors and characters. She found the first love 
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maybe in the womb of her mother. And that love was so overwhelming and 
universal that it has nothing to do with the fact that whether her mother 
loves her or whether her mother would’ve abandoned her after birth as an 

unwanted child.That love has nothing to do with an uncertain 

future or painful past but only dealt with a blessed present which the entire 
world of deception, even if attempted, couldn’t have taken away even a 
single shred. 

She loved a man in her life who never appreciated her love. But still that 
love always remained the cornerstone of her sacred temple. You cannot de¬ 
love someone similar to as a writer cannot de-write a 

story.even if he tear the paper apart into thousand pieces he 

cannot destroy it. 

The guy never claimed that he loved her for a single moment but she 
insisted him to be with her because she wanted to show him how special he 
was for her or more importandy how special her love was in actuality. But 
he had different priorities. He even hated to be special. He wanted to be 
like thousands around who get trapped in pseudo love and are given a 
lollipop of sex, individual attention and sense of worldly possessions. He 
never appreciated her heavenly love and when suffocated by her divine 
presence he left her. For him love was nothing more than your attraction to 
a flower. You pluck it and put it in your vase. You keep liking it until its 
blooming but when you see flower changing color you throw it and pluck 
another one. But the essence of the flower was and will always be here. The 
flower is a tiny depiction of the mother spirit of the flowers who enchants 
them with beauty and fragrance. No one can destroy it. It was always there 
and will be there till the tent of this great circus is here. 

So the love episode came to her like a man plucked her and put her in vase 
and threw her when she become useless for him but she didn't feel anything 
but gratitude as she was and will always be connected to the bigger spirit. 
She was like a thousand headed Hydra. You cut one head and thousands 
sprout in its place and all of them carrying the shadow of divine love which 
only damned souls are failed to appreciate. 
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Essence of Life 


A fish dwelling in a murky swamp will never be able to explain to the 
aquarium fish that swirling endlessly between food, breath and water is not 
life. 
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Swathed in Your Dream 


Life is too short a journey to reach at a castle where she abodes. But even to 
touch her footprints with the pores of my fingers makes this entire voyage 
worth every drop of sweat. Or to experience the mist of her breath still 

alive in the caring arms of the flower she once smelled.flower that 

foregoes its very essence of fragrance and transforms into the manifestation 
of her ephemeral presence. Or to swath myself in her sacred dream and in 
an instant rising so high above the mundane game of existence that no 
mortal bird can dare to match my flight. 
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Illusion of Light 


The world is veiled with the illusion of light.illusion of a glimmering 

light deep in the heart shattering darkness. Profound darkness that if a man 
stretches out his hand, he can hardly see it but the illusion so complete that 
we can even see tiniest of the particle of dirt on the garbs of others. What 
use this gleaming light of deception has if it can expose the reality and flaws 
of everyone else but us? Surely this light is worse than darkness. The only 
escape from this deception is the sacred beam emerging from our heart. 
There is no shame in humility, accepting our pettiness in playing god for 
others. Instead of walking blindly on the hearts and dreams of others we 
should use this light to tread towards not a destination (as there is no one) 
but towards a destiny that has been reserved exclusively for us. 

The key to escape from this entrapment is the realization that a spirit can 
manifest in millions of different forms. They all might not have a shred of 

commonality between them but still in essence they are one.the 

true manifestation of the same spirit. The great deceiver infused lust of 
form and blind love of myopic truth in our souls. We are setting off on a 
futile journey to implement our form, our truth on others but we are 
forgetting the basic principle that in form there is no truth or maybe in 
every form there is a truth. Absolute Truth and greater good are the 
luxuries only suitable for God. For us mortals there only is a hazy 
realization of our paths and the privilege to perform simple acts of 
kindness. 

Fish, sparrow, leech and tree are the true manifestation of the very life force 
that runs in the veins of every creature that crawls on the face of the earth. 
They are the forms of same reality but no sparrow will be able to breathe 
underwater no matter how accommodating the entire fish clan becomes to 
them or leech will not get nourishment from dead leaves regardless of how 
truthfully it tries. Our myopic eyes cannot see the spirit but there is not a 
heart that fails to experience the whisper of that spirit and there is no veil 
that can obscure our path except the illusion of absolute truth, a greater 
good, a hidden desire to play god. 
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The Sacred Equation 


A rodent can’t be too careful against a falcon. The falcon can see across 
seven miles and is able to achieve the staggering speed of two hundred 
miles per hour during the stoop. While a rodent’s entire span of vision is 
few blurry images spread across couple of yards and even that along the 
ground and not towards the dimension from where the falcon will actually 
attack. As far as a rodent is concerned, it was already dead when the falcon 
decided to flap its wings. A rodent will however never quit. It will try to run 
as fast as it can towards its burrow leveraging its entire range of senses just 
to exploit any spilled chance fate still has to offer but in all honesty it is 
dead the moment falcon marked it among thousands of its fellows. 

And this is the truth a rodent knows deep down in its heart but it still come 
out run freely across prairies. It has no fear because a falcon has an inherent 
weakness which it probably not realizes itself. Its stomach can only 
accommodate one or at most two rodents per day while a pair of rodent 
can have as many as two thousands offspring in a year and all of them ready 
to mature and reproduce in few months’ time. So the sheer odds are in the 
favor of rodents and they are bound to survive in this scuffle. Survival of 
the rodent is its unconditional submission to the power. A rodent cannot 
survive for a moment to the onslaught of a falcon but it can survive for 
millions of years if it submits to the sacred equation that runs in the veins 
of life. 
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Ration of Wisdom of Wonders 


I am somewhere deep in the ocean of absurdity and ordinariness and before 
I see the glimpse of some island or if more lucky a new continent all I have 
to do is to survive. I have to keep my eyes open and hope intact. If I don’t 
use my ration of wisdom and wonders with extreme care then there is no 
escape from this starvation hovering over the heads of every voyager in this 
unfortunate ocean called everyday life. 
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To Survive without Love 


Human beings cannot survive without love. It is as essential as food, air or 
sleep. We just don’t realize this but without love, life cannot be sustained 
and that is why people who have the blood of thousands of innocents on 
their hands will be clinging to the fleeting love of a girl, a pet or in worst 
cases a belief. There is only so much hatred a human being can withstand in 
his body and if sufficient dosage of the love antidote is not there then he 

will simply perish.Die as a human being. It might continue to 

breathe as a monster or an insect for few more years but that will not be 
even the shadow of life he could’ve had. 
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Life and Death 


Living a life on the way of God is unimaginably harder than even the most 
spectacular feats like dying on His path. While nothing is more pleasant 

than life in the enchanting arms of evil but death.death on the path of 

evil is too damn hard. 
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For what this word stands for 


The bigotry ego of this brave new world has no tolerance for archaic words 
like God. In the flaring lights of evolution they are hoping to overshadow 
“God” and all the other shades of this word from the face of earth. But do 
they hold the power to wipeout righteousness, benevolence, justice and 
everything this word “God” stands for? “A rose by any other name would 
smell as sweet”. 
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A Note in Sonata 

A note in sonata has not right 
No privilege to be comprehensible 
No luxury of self-existence 
No freedom to flap its wings 
No destiny to inherit a legacy 

A note in sonata exists 

Deep in the heart of non-existence 

Like a bud will bloom into a flower 

A slave of its own freedom 

Like a blue pigment will manifest 

Absolutely anything as long as it is Blue 

Like a beam of light it will travel billions of miles 

Only to hide behind its manifestation of darkness 

Like a droplet it will soar up from its ocean 

Towards summits of origin to create a sonata again 
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What this Dream will Grow up into? 

I was bom in a swamp 

From the seed of a turtle 

In a land inflicted with drought 

And then maybe just to spite 

My heart was infused with dream of flight 

With time slithering like a snail 

On the face of this unfortunate terrain 

Who knows one day 

This callous dream will grow up into 

The only difference between life 

And the miserable reckoning of death 
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The Blind Saxophone Player 


He put down his saxophone quietly in his sack. It was time to go home as 
birds were arriving from their day long pilgrimage from the city of faceless 
manifestations. The chirping was on the rise from quite some time now but 
there was a fellow, a rather authoritative male bird with a peculiar voice, 
who always comes back at the end. His arrival was the sign that the stage 
for evening spectacle has been set. 

Voice of that bird was the cue for the blind saxophone player, who played 
his music under that old bridge all day, to go home. The bird will take it 
from there. Old man always wanted to stay for a little while just to hear it 
sing but then he will have to walk three blocks to the station and catch his 
train, walk for thirty more minutes to his house, have to buy his food, have 
to sit in his old chair and hear the old records of Trane or Coleman 
Hawkins till the fairy of sleep will take him away from his misery called life. 

He was gathering his stuff, counting the change in Iris box and thinking 

“It was an ordinary day..Just few quarters, couple of dollars and 

hardly a bill bigger than five. No one stopped to hear his music even for 
five minutes. All day he played with all the fire he had only to hear back the 
echo of his own solitude. It was an ordinary day. No one stopped for a 
minute to ask a direction (who will ask a direction from a blind guy anyway 
but you can never bet on the sanity of tourists in this city), not even a 
couple sneaked under the bridge to kiss each other (Nobody is bothered by 
an old, blind saxophone player? He could very well be a nice background), 
there was no boy who came near him and tried to touch his saxophone just 

to see if it was real or not. It was an ordinary day.Not fortunate 

enough to be separated by some typical unfortunate day.” 

I wish I could show him the middle aged guy who stood just few feet away 
from him and listened to his soul shattering music all day. The guy who 
didn’t bother to give even a dime but by the end of day he was crying and 
he threw away the small bottle of poison in the trash and went back to his 
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home shielded by the shreds of music in a way that his abusing wife, 
bullying supervisor, noisy kids, broken kitchen sink, his old 
car.nothing will be able to trouble his soul. 
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Remnants of a Lost Dream 


In the harsh terrain of my village food was scarce; there was no school; not 
even a road till dozens of miles. But there were dreams, a lot of dreams 

.hanging on the empty mud walls like the portrait of some 

honorable ancestor, evaporating from a mustard fields like an exaggerated 
impressionist’s painting, hovering over the sky in order to stop the showers 
of brutal reality from reaching our souls. 

There were countless dreams and myriad stories of the dreamers. Dreamers 
who left this unfortunate place in search of a tomorrow that actually will be 
different from today. Everyone was enthralled by the voyagers setting off 
towards exotic lands. But I kept sitting quiedy under the Banyan tree 
mending old shoes. I never set foot out of this village because once I have 
seen with my own eyes the return of the guy who was presumably left this 
village only with three loaves of bread, handful of dried meat, small bag of 
walnuts and a dream big enough to veil the existence of this entire 
landscape. Years have passed by and an old man returned on a luxury car 
with couple of aloof youngsters and a wife wearing enough diamonds and 
gold to buy this whole place. 

The guy had everything but he was completely detached with all his success 
and accomplishments. All his arid eyes were looking was a shred, a minute 
reminisce, an echo of the dream that made him felt alive once. 
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Rodent that Killed a Hawk 


A rodent got tired of fear and submission suffocating his entire linage for 
millions of years. He stood up, looked right into the hawk’s eyes like any 
equal would’ve done and killed it with the deadly flail of dreams. 

Intoxicated with triumph, his every cell started pouring freedom and 
dispensing peace to fellow rodents. But he couldn’t find any jubiladon and 
solace on their faces instead he saw dread and fright unparalleled to 
anything he was accustomed with in the past. 

Heartbroken and stunned he tried to get back to its burrow but the 
entrance was too small for the garbs of dreams he was wearing. He moved 
away from that alien place in a fashion that a shadow of hawk was following 
his every footstep. He walked for hours and hours but couldn’t even find a 
glimpse of anything familiar and then got tired and in a squall flew towards 
the top edge of the cliff. 

Thousands of rodents were crawling worthlessly on the Savanna before his 
eyes and only then he realized that no rodent can ever kill a hawk. In order 
to kill a hawk it has to transform itself into a hawk. An irreversible 
transformation though as this earth has never seen any hawk sinking back 
into a rodent.nothing but a worthless lump of food for another hawk. 
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Worthy to be Called a Human Being 


If a gust of wind can roll you over then you are a blade of grass; If even 
mighty storms cannot displace an inch of your essence then you are a 
mountain; But you are only worthy to be called a human being if you can 
transform air currents into a vehicle to ascend towards the lands where 
even imagination is hesitant to go. 


190 



World Dancing in a Snow Globe 


When We Were Us 

What plea a twilight creature has 
To cry for a blessed one abiding in light 
If only my love hasn’t given me the right 
Tears would’ve scorched in divine wrath 

Crying for the life we could’ve lived 
Crying for the stories waiting to be told 
For the sea shells never to be picked 
For butterflies entangled in dreary freedom 
For the air devoid of mischievous whispers 
For the chill mounting from dearth of hugs 

I am crying for a life that ever was but never will be 
Pearls of fortune slipped from my unworthy palms 
And thankful for a blessing that ever was and always will be 
The magic of the fleeting moment when we were Us 
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On the Boundary of Light and Darkness 


In light there are millions of paths and in darkness there are countless ways. 
World has never seen an eye capable of perceiving light within light or 
gifted to tread in the darkness unbound. 

On the boundary of darkness and light there lies an invisible path solely 

waiting for the bravest of all.The seeker of light not frightened to 

envision it from the depths of darkness; The pilgrim that carves the heart of 
darkness through the chisels of light. 

On the boundary of darkness and light there lies an invisible path. With 
every stride you sink into darkness; with every push your body moves into 
light. Amidst the chaotic illusion of straight pathways there oscillates an 

invisible trail right on the boundary of light and darkness.The only 

Path that goes straight to your Lord. 
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Beauty of Sheer Existence 


Maybe there are no angels now (and there never were) to descend in the 
night. Maybe the stories about fairies were all made up. Maybe all the 
butterflies got weary of this choking city life and flew away towards far off 
lands or who knows towards a Neverland. Maybe flowers don’t have 
anything more than the shadow of fragrance they once had. Maybe son of 
man has finally demystified the delusion of love. Maybe the shallowness of 
the modern life has kicked away the endre magic that once hovered over 
life. 

The era of glory, magic, illusion, love and reverence might be over but the 
beauty that resides in the heart of brutal reality, naked truth and sheer 
existence will endure and will continue to enchant us till the end of time. 
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Hope is Like a Rain 

Hope is like rain vowing to penetrate every pore of life 
World is gazing towards the sky for a droplet or two 
Dripping through the fingers of some invincible God 
Emerging in the thick billows of economic currents 
Manifesting in the garbs of flamboyant idols 
Residing in the phantoms of artistic shenanigans 

But like rain hope doesn’t originates in the sky 
It stems in the hearts of worthless creatures like us 
And trickles down through indignity, mayhems and calamities 
Towards a sacred lake far from the reaches of ordinarity 
And it soars towards the swaggering heights of the sky 
To descend like rain vowing to penetrate every pore of life 
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Audacious Existence 


What justification a market has to subsist if it sells caviar from the farthest 
end of the world but has not even a loaf of bread for the poor? 
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Weaver of Hope 


Your old wine of redemption has smeared my dress. I was flogged with 
your justice till my attire lost the very symphony of its existence. I am 
shivering in rags amidst arctic fire hovering over the coliseum. There is not 
a single darner in your entire industry of exorbitant outfits that can patch 
my shreds. 

I am running away from the city that holds your church, your court, you 
coliseum and your market. I am running away towards a far off corner, a 
moment of solitude, a mist of obliviousness; I am running away towards a 
place where I can breathe away my plight and start weaving a garb of 

hope.The only thing that can veil my shame and give me the 

courage to stand before my Lord. 
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Dawn of Life 


At the dawn of life everything is covered with mystical dew. Through the 
lenses of this mysterious mist a slug is not just a mollusk but carrying the 
deep secrets of existence; a moon is not merely a dead mass but a pit stop 
for interstellar voyages; time is not confined in the spherical penitentiary of 
a clock but enchantingly free like a Flamenco dancer. 

Life is an endless symphony of hope and dreams and wonders till we (like a 
mischievous child) scratch the very surface of the mirror we hold in our 
hands and become utterly horrified by the image of naked reality that it 
reflects. 
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To be Contented with God 


I don’t think that you’ll be able to make Him happy until you are happy 
with Him. Blasphemous and absurd it may seems but how many of us really 
are happy with Him? Being happy with Him not on some mysterious 
metaphysical level but on the crude existential level. On the metaphysical 
level nobody really knows Him anyway. Even the great kings, prophets and 
saints struggled to have a glimpse of Him. 

But He is here. He touches our lives with every breath we take. He comes 
in the life of the wickedest and the lowest of man as well. Through His 
creation and His creation alone we can experience Him. And to become 
happy with Him means nothing different than to be happy with His world, 
His people, His creation. 

But we never really are grateful to Him in totality. Instead we have given the 
status of good to few things and then gave those things even higher stature 
than God. When God gives us health, wealth, luxury, sons and fame then 
we are happy and grateful and when the same God gives us disease, 
poverty, brutality and death then we starting to become angry and fall in the 
deepest pits of despair and ungratefulness. We start to provoke divine 
justice (Isn’t it strange that we never even think about justice when 
something is given to us without any consideration of fairness or 
impartiality. Do we really ever ponder on justice when we were given 
wealth, beauty, stature or fame just because we were born in a particular 
family or were present by sheer chance at some place?) 

We forget that there is no will but His. He created this whole world only to 
test us and there is not a single thing in the whole universe that is without 
purpose or out of proportion. Whether it is some ferocious animal, some 

cruel ruler or devastating earthquake.All have the chains of my 

Lord’s command in their necks. 


I am not saying that you shouldn’t fight atrocity. I am not saying that you 
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should not treat diseases, I am not saying that you should not punish the 

murderer.the power that is given to you is yours to use. Use it in 

His way but with love, compassion and gratefulness. 

It is like your game of chess with your brother. During the game you will do 
anything to beat him. You will use his weaknesses, you’ll try to distract him 
through your smile, you will use all your skills and strategic thinking but as 
soon as the game will be finished you will take the hand of your brother and 
go back to your home. This is life and the reality behind the intense drama 
of survival of the fittest. 
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The Lone Spectator 


All our lives we strive everything to get noticed. We jump from skyscrapers, 
fight wild beasts with bare hands, wear intolerably ridiculous outfits in the 
name of style. Oh! the things we do to get noticed. We sell our dreams, our 
bodies, our souls just to buy a ticket to ride the “tune of time” but from this 
mammoth crowd there are but few to ride while rest have to wash their 
tears from this most expensive ticket of their lives. 

There is someone though.a spectator that is always there and wants 

nothing from us except what we always wanted to show. In His presence 
we don’t have to be anybody but ourselves. He just smiles and entices us to 

play the tune.the very tune that our heart is screaming to play, the very 

dance that our feet are born to perform. He wants nothing from us but to 
keep ourselves intact in a world that is dying to mold us into a sad lot of 
marionettes. The moment we realize the presence of Him, our entire 
journey of life consisting miseries and disappointments transforms into the 
notes of a remarkable sonata no human ear is obstinate enough to resist. 
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Destiny of Darkness 


Light is blessed because it has an origin. There is a place that each ray of 
light can proudly call its home. But darkness has no claim on anything. No 
source, no origin, no home, no destination. How can I tell you the agony of 
darkness whose very definition lies in the absence of light? 

When the sun and moon and stars and fireflies all got tired of displaying 
light and retreat to their sanctuaries then darkness sneaks in without any 

invite, without much fuss.just quiedy, slowly, with humility and 

fights all night the hounds of nothingness from taking over the fragile 
landscapes of life. 
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Happiness Unchained 


Tadpoles swirling in a puddle could be as intoxicating a spectacle as the 
ballet in London Coliseum. Rain falling on bamboo forest has notes more 
powerful than the symphonies of Beethoven. Boiled rice and a bowl of 
beans could be as scrumptious as the finest cuisine at Restaurant le Meurice. 

Happiness is born free and will remain free no matter how alluringly the life 
of deception creates prisons around it. Happiness is not in things of luxury, 
bodily pleasures or in the garlands of fame. Happiness is just catching a 
droplet from the perpetual ocean of special moments and seeing the world 
through its charismatic vision. Happiness is our ability to see the reflection 
of this immortal beauty that resides without exception in every single 
particle of this world. 
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Essence of Fear 


I heard thousands of stories about vicious creatures like ghosts, 
werewolves, vampires and beasts; read hundreds of books on the nature of 
fear; observed dozens of people trembling with horror and suffering 
intolerable pains but could never understood the essence of fear till a lizard 
fell on my lap one day. 
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The Last Scream 


Who was he? Who uttered that ghastly scream? There was someone deep in 
love with life. These remnants of love were so powerful that entire 
batdeground was petrified. It couldn’t be death though as there is no 
cheapest commodity in a battlefield than death. People die here like insects 
every minute. 

And he was no stranger to me either. I clearly remember the day when for 
the first time I shoved my spear into the heart of that farmer who refused 
to pay tax. That innocent creature didn’t really know the language of these 
callous weapons. He looked at me with extreme astonishment (like he was 
dying for the first time) and very casually he tried to pullout the spear. And 
then I have seen a huge pain descending on his face. For the first time he 
was helpless in the face of a worthless piece of metal. He realized that his 

trembling hands will never be able to take out that spear.those 

hands that cleaned the vicious jungle for him to prepare his fields, those 
bare hands with which he once killed a wolf and today he was not able to 
take out a spear from his body. And he died out of this grief. He didn’t cry; 
didn’t utter a sound; just sat down where he was standing. A small tear 
rolled out from his eye and he fell on the ground. There was blood all 
around him but I knew very clearly that he died of regret that his hands 
couldn’t take out that spear from his body. 

And that was not our last meeting. I have seen him again in the middle of a 
fierce battle. He was then a powerful fighter who had a big mace in his 
hands and he came towards us quite fearlessly. He was not that innocent 
anymore. He was completely aware the power of his mace and was enjoying 
the shreds of human skulls splattering around him. And when I put my 
sword deep in his body then he was not even surprised. By then he realized 
that “whoever lives by the sword dies by the sword”. He looked at me with 
a glance like he knew me perfecdy well; like he was waiting for me; like he 
got tired of using his mace and now was just waiting for an excuse to rest. 
He didn’t try to take out the sword from his body as he knew perfectly well 
that he will not succeed and will die of that disappointment. His last 


204 




World Dancing in a Snow Globe 


moments were extremely precious to him so he didn’t want to waste them 
in some futile effort. He just fell on the ground and his lips started to 

mutter some words.perhaps some prayer in which he wanted to 

thank his Lord for all the blessings bestowed on him. 

Since then I have seen him many times. In front of a firing squad, playing 
with his children in a city where I have to drop a bomb, sometimes 

camouflaged in the darkness of a battlefield.And I lulled him 

every single time. He never uttered a cry. He just fell down quietly every 

time. Now even the rage left his eyes as well. It was a routine now.a 

mechanical routine like darkness has to roll back once sun rises over the 
horizon; like birds have to fly away with every single shot of a gun. 

Then what happened today? If it was not him then who uttered that 
horrible scream? Could it be that today he actually died and with him this 
whole batde finished as well? Could it be a truth that now I will not have to 
kill anyone else? And let me confess that this was not a very comforting 
thought. It was like someone took away the entire beauty from the 
landscape around me. It was like my remaining journey will be in a plain 

desert without any place where I can rest my eyes.no tree, no 

mountains, no foliage, no cloud. Where the ruthless rays of sun will pierce 
in your body every moment and resting underneath the heartless sand even 
seems like a beautiful thought to you. 
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I am to be felt and not to be understood 


I live in smile of a child; reside in wrath of a revolutionary; hidden in the 
twisted truth of a psychopath and visible in the lustrous walk of a maiden. I 
am not only the spirit touching the hands of Michelangelo, smile of Mona 
Lisa, cantata of Xian Xinghai but also smiling in paint splats, simple 
fragrance of baked potatoes, irritating caw of a crow. 

I am to be felt and not to be understood. I have too many faces to be seen 
in a lifetime and comprehending me is a feat not even fit for the entire 
humanity. I am what I am. I am there not to be understood but to act as a 
mirror to you. I will travel with you through the tumultuous journey of ego, 
towards the darkest alleys of shallow greatness; will be with you right till 
reality melts down in shadows. 

No matter where you go; it makes no difference how lost you become; 
regardless of how much greatness you achieve I will be there with 

you.I will be with you as a living proof of the purpose of your 

existence; will witness your endeavor and dispense ultimate recompense of 
even the tiniest bit of your kindness. I am not only encompassing your 
world, I am your world. 
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The choice we make 


Being a human is not about honoring an essence but choosing one. In every 

man there live three spirits.an angel, an animal and a demon. Life is 

not about embracing one and ignoring others but to coexist with all three 
till the last breath we take. 

There is no escape from the burden of this choice. It never leaves you even 
on the most obvious of responses like the death of your son. What will you 
do? Will you let the angel in you to proceed and forgive the murderer? Will 
the animal take over and slit the throat of your foe? Will you throw yourself 
in the hands of demon and burn the entire tribe of your opponent? Or who 

knows something descends on you from beyond.something divine that 

makes you even love and pray for your enemy. 
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The Blessed Guest 


When a higher spirit decides to dwell in a place then the decision 
transforms the entire chemistry of the area. The air starts to be felt a little 
cooler, birds and animals in the vicinity become cheery. There roams a 
serenity in the air that locals might get accustomed to but no traveler fails to 
notice. People become happier not through the intoxication of luxuries, 
drugs or power but by homecoming of their dreams and desires from 
impossible realms. There resides so much energy in the air that no soul 
sleeps hungry in the place (and hunger of soul is much more wretched a 
sight than starvation of body). 

And when that entity leaves then the place turns back into the wasteland it 
really is. The departure creates void so intense that all the money, power, 
lust, fame, intoxication of the world can’t fill it. Souls hide themselves into 
the farthest corners of the bodies like a scared hedgehog. Dreams got weary 
of reality and start soaring on the plains unattainable. Streets become filled 
with haunting shadows of absurd desires. People work and fight and die for 
trivial things. In the hope of quenching thirst they drink goblets and goblets 
of fire and never realize that fire is not meant to slake the thirst at the first 
place. Like naive dogs they continue to exhaust themselves by chasing their 
tails until another higher soul extends the veil of kindness and starts to 
dwell between them. 
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Dilemma of Duality 


Nobody really is looking for One God. We need a God that is Just to 
others but Merciful on us. I have seen people invoking His Justice, His 
Wrath for Others but for ourselves we ask nothing but Mercy, compassion 
and kindness. We believe Him to be incomparable, unique and waste our 
entire lives in looking for His like, His comparable, His reflection. We want 
Him to be the owner of all sovereignty and at the same time have the wish 
to escape His dominance. Yes we believe an all Hearing, all Seeing God but 
at the same time cherish the illusion to become invisible to Him. We 
consider Him the giver of Life and bringer of Death but what is our life if 
not a childish fervor to create and seek immortality. 

Nobody really is looking for One God. We’ll all remain prisoners of the 
dilemma of duality till we learn to absorb the full spectrum of the Light of 
Reality. 
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Who can dare to stay alive here? 


I lost to life and who survives the gory clutches of life anyway. And my feet 
were slithering towards a cowardly suicide and who is blessed enough to 
escape this inevitable closure? Suicide doesn’t struck us only when our 
amputated head is rolling away from a railway track or blue froth is seeping 

out from our mouth.It is very much possible that our soul gets tired 

of this absurd waiting on some abandoned track and just flees away or the 
frightened dreams hide themselves in the lustrous arms of some heartless 
swamp never to return back. 

She came in my life on the very second day of my death (I am taking the 
liberty of still calling it life because I was breathing and consuming food and 
on a rudimentary level isn’t it the definition of life? It might not be life 
enough for an artist, a philosopher or few odd ones not really falling in any 
category but for the multitude it still is measured as life). I ignored her with 
the aloofness of the dead. She couldn’t believe and that night she stood 
hours in front of the mirror. Every inch of the mirror was the witness of 
her beauty, innocence, virtue and the ocean of life encompassing her entire 
body. How can a soul resist the very manifestation of benevolence itself? 

Seasons, time, dwellings, people.I refused to be molded in any one 

of them. I was running away from everything but there was a prison kind 
enough to travel with me. That was the prison of her eternal love. I was free 
to go anywhere but still the shadows of her love had always surrounded me. 
When I came back home in the depth of night and was struggling with the 
lock then a door always opened on the other side of the street and a beam 
of light always made my job easy. I never looked back but knew very well 
that behind the beam there are two fretful eyes in which some nai've girl put 
a lot of kajal. 

Never seen anyone coming back from the land of dead but the anguish 
hovering over the land of living is because they never really able to grasp 
this simple fact. My story is not a story of some life after death. My story is 
of a living person who has to believe that someone can die. 
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It was a cold rainy night. I came back home all drenched and tried to fight 
with the lock of my door but probably I lost the key somewhere down the 
street. I sat down with my back against the door. Then I saw a door opened 
up and there were two curious eyes in which some nai've girl had put a lot 
of kajal. There was no child awakened in me but I would be lying to deny a 
stir in my heart. Suddenly a spurt of air pushed the door wide open and she 
almost froze there like someone snatched away her veil in the middle of the 
market. She shut the door and ran away and there came a smile on my face. 

It was the biggest rain of the season and I sat there for hours. My eyes 
remained fixed on that door and I was smiling. It was a huge defeat for 
death. How can we die in a life where clowns of hope and love and 
compassion are dispensing smiles over every inch of the way? 

Yes I was alive and smiling while sitting there on that door. I was alive 
when some school going child saw me curiously. I was alive when people 
from my neighborhood gathered around me and starting to buzz like flies. I 
was alive when few youngsters take me away on a cot and I was even alive 
when they gently put me down in a freshly excavated grave. I was smiling 
and my heart was laughing out loud and I was alive. But when she came on 
my grave and looked at me with uncertainty bigger than this world and a 

drop of kajal fell on my face.My laughs stopped and I died. A world 

where there is such a heart shattering mourn on death who can stay alive? 
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Who will own a terrorist? 


Terrorist is not merely an irrational entity. He is not just filth, the scum of 
society. He is not some accidental byproduct that should be conveniently 
removed. Rather he is very much the product of this civilization and 
evolution as we are. He seems different to us not because he is involved in 
such atrocities but because as a society we refuse to understand them, we 
refuse to accept them. They are being disowned by every portion of society 
at every level of consciousness. 

For practical purposes we created an illusionary term “Insanity”. To me it’s 
just another legal fiction, another anodyne that can help us kept enjoying a 
good night sleep. And it is not new. We denied our relation with the evil all 
along this murky journey of evolution. It is this alienation from evil (an 
inseparable part of ourselves) that brought us towards this critical moment 
of history where our entire existence is at stake. 

The idea of a moral being was too attractive to be denied by anyone. So we 
remained content to live in this dream and tried to forsake reality as much 
as we could. And if there were any spillovers then there always were 
illusionary terms like Satan, insanity and evil to help us explain things. But 
this denial alienated us not only from our surrounding but even from 
ourselves. With this ignorance creeping on our sight we transformed into 
slaves of the very civilization we have created. Rumi described the 
phenomenon of evil masterfully in his Masnavi 

“Iblis retorted, "You are mistaken if you suppose me to be the cause of all 
the evil you mention. I am not God, that I should be able to make good 
evil, or fair foul. Mercy and vengeance are twin divine attributes, and they 
generate the good and evil seen in all earthly things. I am, therefore, not to 
blame for the existence of evil, as I am only a mirror, which reflects the 
good and evil existing in the objects presented to it.” 


If we are not able to stare back at our image then what is the use of aiming 
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for the world’s clearest mirror? Not until we own this aberration, these 
monsters that materialistic pursuits have created; Not until we took 
concrete measures to curtail their breeding grounds (right in the very heart 
of this glorious mirage of our civilization); Not until we own this image as 
ours we’ll be putting layers and layers of make up to hide this monstrosity 
and it will keep getting roots in the souls of our existence. 
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Man and Snake 

Death is a snake living in the old house of life that it can only see 

occasionally.Rarely and at most a glimpse of it slithering away from 

one hole to another. 

They both live their entire life together.breathing incessantly just 

inches away from each other but they never really learn to trust each other. 
Life calls snake charmers to remove the serpent, tries to smash its head with 

sticks, put the poisonous bowls of milk on the attic.And all this just to 

get rid of that snake. 

But it is ignorant of the plain reality that snake is here to stay. It has the 
same right to dwell there as of man. It will continue to undulate silently in 
the house and all man can ever do is to witness a glimpse of it. But with the 
exception of that inevitable moment all this drama actually has it charms. 

When you cannot push it away then why not to share your burden of 
solitude with it? Why not to exchange few smiles to fill both your hearts 
with the bliss unparalleled anywhere else in this world? There is no escape 
from the reality that death has a legitimate right on this house and sooner 
the life understands it better it is for everyone. 
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Empty House 

I have seen the shadow of a ghost in my house. Now if there is a 
shadow then there must be the actual body somewhere as well. But to tell 
you the truth, I have never seen it. There were times when I ran after the 
shadow just to have a glimpse of that someone but probably that body was 

extremely big.that is why no matter how much I ran, I could never 

reached to that other end. But shadows are notoriously deceptive in this 
regard. Sometimes even a mouse can produce a shadow bigger than an 
elephant if it plays the “light card” smartly. Now in my scruffy, suffocated 
rooms where was the light large enough to produce that kind of a shadow? 
When I thought this way then I was left with no real option but to consider 
that entity as a ghost (Probably another needless ghost created just because 
of the very fact that we halted the truth quest a little too early). 


But if it really was a ghost then some expectation of paranormal powers 
was only natural. Like it could bring the news from the other end of the 
world in a flash or could transform its body (if it has any) to any other 
shape etc., but this one in my home had nothing like that. He stayed all day 
in grungy rooms like some old sick dog. Only time when I really felt his 
presence was when he moved from one room to another to avoid me. If he 
really was a ghost and was capable of at least fraction of the powers we 
associate with this ghost clan then how absurd and futile it was of him to 
waste his time in teasing or frightening a worthless man like me. 

So either all those stories of supernatural powers were just stories or this 
ghost of mine was an exception, a rather useless exception. Or maybe he 
was just someone like me who happened to enjoy his loneliness and 
seclusion. 

I don’t remember correctly the first time I felt the presence of him. 
Probably it was the day when I found Kafka’s book on the study table 
instead of my bed. Now one thing is final that though I have a study table 
in my room and also I have tried to train myself countless times to start 
using it as well but I simply never able to make it work. To me a book 

demands a little courtesy.if we extend this courtesy to a stranger like 

some psychoanalyst by lying down on a couch then a book is definitely 
more entitled to it. There is this remote possibility of tossing away the book 
towards the table during my sleep. But the book was very neady closed like 
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someone was reading it and then he closed it carefully. The difference 
between throwing away something and what was in front of me was not 
easy to ignore. Let me elaborate my concern here in a litde more detail. 

Guy like me whose house and for that matter life is nothing but a 
shameless display of topsy-turvy objects but even all this junk floats on a 
stream of rationality, a hidden scheme. There is a reason behind everything. 
Why is there a pile of sweaty clothes in the corner? Simply because this is 
where I slip into my night’s attire. Now it could be considered highly 
chaotic and I have no intentions to defend this practice but at the same 
time we cannot deny the existence of an explanation, an extremely powerful 
rationale. 

Now if this ghost of mine would’ve chosen an organized house then 
things remained quite simple. I mean in these kind of houses there is a very 

specific place for everything.the scheme is outrageously simple 

that even a child can understand (Now whether the child will actually abide 
that scheme or not is another discussion? To me children are far too 
smarter more unpredictable than us. If there ever will be a grid between 
man and machine then children will definitely be on the farthest edge of 
that grid). After washing the dish will go to the cabinet, book will be closed 
properly on the study table, shoes will be by the bedside and the list goes 
on. 


But my scheme, my rationale is only open to me (in fact majority of 
people will even refuse to call it rationale at the first place. They will 
probably think that I am trying to create this fiction of rationale just out of 

spite..Just to show that I am a human being as well. But let me clarify 

here very clearly that no one is trying to earn his salvation here. Yes I’ll not 

be ashamed to use this kind of tactic to win over someone.you know 

using wit and knowledge and intelligence to serve the lowest of the 
objectives i.e. to look acceptable in the eyes of others. And I have done that 
coundess times in the past. But now I am too old, too institutionalized to 
my cynicism (probably it is even safer and easier hideout than rationalizing 

the irrationalizable.instead why not to give it a beautiful name or 

term and then do whatever you want to do). 

So I was telling you about those little abnormalities. 1 have noticed it 
again when I found the introductory booklet from the Barbara Cartland’s 
new novel on the pavement just outside my window. Now that booklet was 
in my house a night before. It came out from the box of my Coca Cola 
cans. Still to this day I failed to understand the connection though but it 
was there. I mean what was the big idea behind that intelligent promotion? 
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If you are enjoying that heavenly drink then you are entitled to take a 
gander at this wonderland of imagination as well; or maybe it was a smarter 
way to advertise the coke that it can even help you get over ludicrousness 
like this; Or may be two absurdities if combined in right proportion can 

actually create some meaningful stuff.I will not speculate on this 

point any further but will focus back to the presence of that booklet outside 
my window. Now I agree that even the excerpt from that bestselling novel 
was so absurd that it should’ve been thrown with extreme care deep into 
the deserts. But the real fact is that I browsed few pages of it and then with 
due care threw it in the wastebasket right by my bed. I knew that the 
presence of this booklet was painful in the air of the same room where I 

was breathing but what can I say.it was cold and I was lazy and 

tired. Who can leave the warm bed and open the window in this 
treacherous weather? It’s better to let it be in the wastebasket and let it 
enjoy the presence of that manuscript I was trying to write for last decade 
or so. 

But now there was a booklet on the pavement and there was none in my 
wastebasket. I have a very vivid idea of what would’ve happened once I left 
for office that morning. He took it out from the wastebasket (the tide was 
quite fascinating with all its colors and stuff), browsed few pages and then 
couldn’t resist the temptation and he actually opened the window and threw 
it with all the might he had. I have not a single shred of doubt in my mind 
that it would’ve happened in any other fashion. But the book was not really 
far from the window and I can swear that it had been thrown with all the 
might he had. Did this mean that he was quite frail? Oh! A terrible thought 
it was. He must have been facing enormous difficulties in dragging his body 
from one room to another. After this realization, I actually limited my 
movements to bare minimum. Even if I had to go to the bathroom then I 
tried to hold it as long as possible and even when it became unbearable I 
tried to move in small steps and very slowly. I just never wanted him to feel 
any urge to move in haste. 

There has been a kind of gentleman agreement between us. Like I 
always assumed during changing my attire that he must have closed his eyes 
or left the room. Similarly if there is some really interesting news in the 
newspaper then I always read it aloud so that he didn’t really have to wait (I 
never wanted to take things on a level where out of curiosity he might 
snatch the newspaper out of my hands). I have even thought about 
subscribing two copies of the paper but then didn’t go for it. This could’ve 
been a serious blow to his cover, a little game he was playing with me. And 
also even the newspaper guy would’ve become suspicious. Though I was 
not living under some totalitarian regime where a newspaper delivery guy 
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could very well be a spy (earning his livelihood on the misfortunes of 
carefree guys like us) but that role has been taken by the society in general 
in our times. And let me tell you that a single guy living in a respectable 
neighborhood needs to be very careful. In the apartment building where 
your neighbor is not willing to accept the presence of a harmless cat you 
can imagine how much stir the news of a ghost can create. 

The bed was mine from evening till morning and then it was his for the 
rest of the day. There was a day when I came home early and wasted hours 
in front of the TV just because I didn’t want to disturb his sleep. 

I was never particularly interested in the metaphysical discussions or 
supernatural things. So for this reason people who knew me will find it very 
hard to imagine that I was starting to believe on a ghost (Though there was 
hardly anyone who knew me but still if someone did know me this 
would’ve been his exact conclusion). My only plea is that we are dealing 
with senses here and senses have precedence to any analysis this rational 
mind is so famous of doing. When a Paramecium travels towards light or 
the “Touch me not” plant wraps its leaves then they don’t need even the 
most rudimentary evaluation to make these decisions. All this is because of 
senses and senses are at play even at the most elementary level of the lives 
where the idea of intelligent brain is an absurdity. 

So I believed him because I was sensing him, 1 experienced his 
movements from one room to another. Now if someone still insists on 
understanding it then they need to realize that it is not always possible to 
comprehend everything. Someone devotes an entire lifetime in training a 
lion and then one day the same lion ate his brain. Someone gave all the love 
and obsession and money and attention to a woman and then found her 
with someone in his own bedroom. When you cannot understand worthless 
creatures like a lion or a woman then why to even begin our effort to 
understand him. Just he was there because I sensed his presence. 

But I sense the presence of God as well. 1 hear his angry voice when 
some eye sheds tears because of me. I can see Him right on the horizon 
when there is no hope left for the ship struggling in typhoon, I can smell 
His fragrance when Jasmine is blossoming in the garden. Does all this mean 
that there is a God. 

No. I will not say anything. Like billion of others my thought process 
will be halted or I’ll forcefully stop it. We only need very limited 

God.just enough to make us motivate and to help us meditate a 

little. You gave Him even an inch of more room and then He overshadows 
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your entire life. He is like a quicksand where the thinking mind will be sunk 
very quickly and for the one who avoid thinking about Him it will happen 
gradually. Now if it is our fate to sink deeper into the quicksand then why 
to wait? Why to hesitate? Why not to reach and see what is in the fathom 
for us? Or if we are going to descend anyway then why to haste? why not to 
live and enjoy these moments that we are left with? 

Then one night I came home with Elena. She was an ordinary woman 
working on some pizza shop. Very occasionally when she never really had 
any other companion she sometimes called me. And I was almost always 
ready. It was not that I was some very sexually active guy but the real truth 
was that I hardly knew anyone else except her. In this age now I was not 
feeling myself confident and brave enough to go for a new relationship. She 
was coming at my place for the first time since the discovery of this ghost. I 
opened the door and though it looked a little rude but I entered first. The 
shadow crawled slowly towards the kitchen. Elena entered and there was a 
kind of disgust in her eyes. Probably a below average room was a little too 
much reality for her dreamy Saturday night eyes. She moved quickly 
towards the kitchen probably to have a glass of some drink. 

I wanted to stop her but then I chose not to. There was a strange 
sadistic smile on my face. “So now if he comes out then definitely I’ll see 
him and if he stays in the kitchen then couldn’t avoid Elena”. I fixed my 
eyes on the kitchen door. But nothing happened. In a short while Elena 
came back in a normal fashion. I became curious and went to the kitchen 
myself. I saw a small shadow beneath the kitchen table. Where else he 
could’ve gone anyway. It was a very small table so he must have been in 
extreme difficulty. 

That night I went many times to the kitchen for one excuse or another. 
And every time I gave him a new pain. I don’t know why I was doing all 
this? May be because there was someone with me that night (even for just a 
night but I was not alone). 

That night melted away as it is the fate of every night. But the past 
always leaves its shadow on the face of future. I was alone on the bed and 
that was not very unusual thing for me. If the reverse was the case only 
then I would’ve been worried. 1 went slowly to the kitchen. I didn’t feel the 
movement of any shadow. I looked cautiously towards my home and it was 

totally different.a howling indifference, dancing emptiness, 

aloofness objectified and a mammoth loneliness in a small house like a Jinn 
in a botde. All my life I was searching for a botde like this but I didn’t know 
why I was scared today? Probably because of the realization that I was 
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myself in the bottle with the Jinn as well or perhaps I was the Jinn myself. 

Empty house where no shadow slithers from one room to another no 
matter how fast you move. Empty house in which you can shout your heart 
out but no other ear will hear this. Empty house in which except the 
occasional crying of an aging man no voice is audible. Empty house where 
beneath the small table of a kitchen there hides a shadow. He is afraid, 
angry or indifferent. I don’t know. My one act of recklessness pushed him 
so far away that I don’t know how much time he will take to return. My 
curiosity is big but my wait is even bigger. The hope that one day I will 
again see a shadow moving in this house is reasonable motivation to live the 
rest of my days. What else one needs anyway if not one reasonable 
motivation to live? 
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